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lo CYPRESS BEACH, 

drifted, in the later days of the merry though 
baleful King Charles, one who is said to have 
been in a certain sense very near the throne. 
Perhaps the exceeding, almost rumour-proof, 
quiet of her new home may have had its balm 
for nerves outworn by the glitter and stress of 
court-life, in a time when tragedy and deadly 
sin went masked as mirth and jewelled bodices 
hid secrets not lightly to be told. 

Yet possibly even in this colonial nook she 
did not altogether escape the sinister thrill 
of far-away whispers, such as have left some 
traces in tradition even to our day. She is 
alwaya, alone, whether shunned or shunning, 

« 

in the glimpses which this medium gives us : 
now leaning with stately grace beside her 
library window while the sunshine wakes 
strange fire in, her jewelled fingers ; now bow- 
ing wistfully over the spotless white rosebuds 
of her terraced garden ; now pacing feverishly 
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the narrow strip of sand at the head of the 
cypress-bordered cove below. It is in this 
latter mood that superstition still loves to 
picture her in the hush of starlit nights — the 
black cypress shadows before and behind, the 
curved white beach below, and thereon the 
phantom of a jewelled lady pacing by the 
dull - gleaming water — pacing under dread 
urgence, with bowed head and hands clasped 
together! And see, on one of the bloodless 
fingers, what is it that glows and changes, 
instinct with evil life ? 

But we need not dwell at present on The 
Lady of the Ring or the vagaries of frightened 
negroes and beclouded loiterers. Doubtless 
she made a quiet ending, like many another 
worn-out soul, and has been glad enough to' 
remain at rest ever since, whatever needless 
tasks may have been assigned her by a popular 
ideal of propriety in spectral things, involun- 
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tarily laying emphasis on that one of her 
belongings which best typifies her perilous 
love of the world's brilliancy. 

She left by will the ownership of Cypress 
Beach, with its mansion of black-glazed 
English brick and a thousand or more poorly 
cultivated, but fairly reliable, acres to a relation 
(some said a son by an early marriage) who 
bore the old Scotch moss-trooper name of 
Armstrong. This vigorous stock, thus trans- 
planted to new soil, had thriven mightily 
therein and never lost its hold. The estate 
had alternately expanded and shrunken many 
times in the course of political and financial 
changes ; but there had always been an Arm- 
strong at Cypress Beach, and he had always 
been a power in his own neighbourhood at 
least. The county was pretty well sprinkled 
with collateral younger scions, which from 
time to time had dropped to earth and rooted 
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themselves after the manner of the banyan 
fig-tree. They all owned slaves, while slaves 
were to be had, and land, unless ill-fortune 
forbade them to own anything. 

One of these servants (a gift from the main 
family stem at Cypress Beach) was a bright 
mulatto woman who became known as Mammy 
Charlotte with advancing years. In her youth 
Charlotte had been considered handsome, an 
endowment (whencesoever derived) which 
certainly had not been transmitted to the 
comical piccaninny who was her only offspring. 
For a time this little John was the plaything 
of both old and young at Cypress Beach, and 
the mother received all kindly attention. 
Then a certain little Miss Jessica, niece to 
Roger Armstrong, the head of the family, 
came into life at a distant farm; and her 
baby needs called for the separation of mother 
and child. Accordingly, with no intention of 
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cruelty or diminution of good-will, but simply 
as a matter of supposed necessity, Charlotte 
was taken from her own infant and sent to 
care for a child whom she had never seen. 

Most slaves would not have found a tragedy 
in this, and probably Charlotte did not; 
although, as we shall see, the violation of 
nature's order had consequences in store for 
all concerned. Yet, as she bent dutifully 
over her new charge in the slow hours of 
the night, how can one doubt that the vision 
may sometimes have risen before even her 
of another child whom she might seldom see 
again, and whose quaint ways would go on 
amusing and delighting all but her ? 

But Charlotte's private griefs, if there were 
such, found no outward expression and gave 
rise to no ill-will. Before long not even the 
lady mother was fonder or prouder of little 
Jessica, and this not uncommon (though one 
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might almost call it perverted) love of the 
slave nurse extended in a less degree to the 
entire household. Therefore, when it was 
determined that her stay in it should be 
permanent, she made no strenuous objection ; 
and when misfortune drove her new master 
to accept a minor official position at Wash- 
ington, she went with him very willingly and 
rejoiced in the modest prosperity which fol- 
lowed. Emancipation came, but she remained; 
and after Jessicas parents had been succes- 
sively removed by death the old nurse was 
still at hand to lean on and to trust. Stronger 
ties than any which could be woven or broken 
by human law were sure to bind Mammy 
Charlotte until her last day on earth. 

Meanwhile her son John, after having been 
indulged, was repressed (when repression 
became necessary) with more harshness than 
wisdom, so that freedom found him ripe for 
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evil. All the Caliban traits born with him, 
and fostered by his experience of caprice, 
showed themselves in a series of crimes, evin- 
cing some shrewdness and more brutality. 
At last, after undergoing divers punishments 
at the hands of the law, he had disappeared 
altogether. 

Jessica was not a penniless orphan. Her 
father had recovered something from the wreck 
of his rural property, and (having but one child 
and no very expensive habits) had been able 
to put by more or less money from his salary 
every year. This process had continued a 
surprisingly long time considering the political 
bias of the Armstrongs of Accomac. But 
he had all the joviality of that well-fed race 
without much of their aggressiveness ; and no 
one in power cared to molest a man who made 
himself so pleasant. So Death was the first 
autocrat who took the matter up with serious 
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hostile intent, and even he considerately waited 
until Jessica was decently provided for. 

But it seemed likely to be a rather meagre 
support ; so (and for other reasons) Jessica 
accepted after a time an invitation from her 
widowed uncje Roger to preside over Cypress 
Beach. Of course Mammy Charlotte went 
with her ; as did also a young gentleman of 
the capital named Robert Chauncey. Jessica 
never travelled far without a male escort, partly 
because it seemed to her rather woman's- - 
rightish and indecorous. She was apt, more- 
over, to doubt whether such independence were 
a matter of choice with those who adopted it ; 
and to extend her amiably deprecating pity to 
women who were less favoured than herself by 
the operation of the great law of demand and 
supply. There was always a competition 
among men for her company even on minor 
occasions. 
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This would not have seemed strange to any 
man who looked on Miss Jessica in her 
twentieth year. She owned a border-state 
face, a compromise face, yet a very sweet one. 
Its expression was equally removed from the 
luxurious fire- veiling langour of the far South, 
and the nervous energy and keenness of the 
North ; but with hints of both, and now and 
then a decided lapse toward either. Her form 
and features wer^e just full enough not to be in 
the least out of symmetry ; her complexion had 
a soft, human warmth which rarely became 
quite rosy ; and her motions were exceedingly 
light and graceful. In her manner there were 
often little turns and ways which women some- 
times called "affected," though with no very 
good reason. Her delicacy of taste was only 
one form of an extreme susceptibility, which 
showed itself in some more fantastic if not 
menacing ways. She rarely spoke of such 
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experiences ; having no desire for the rather 
unladylike reputation of a seer. 

It is beyond doubt that Jessica took a kitten- 
like pleasure in stimulating the rivalry of her 
suitors and making life interesting to them by 
tantalizing bits of caprice : although any sug- 
gestion of a serious effort to attract or retain an 
admirer would have made her open her eyes 
in disg^usted astonishment. In the present 
instance she had characteristically set aside the 
man whom she secretly preferred, and accepted 
as escort one who was only her second choice. 
Miss Jessica could make second choices with 
surprising celerity in small matters as well as 
great. Her present selection was not a bad 
one. 

There was a dash of genius about Robert 
Chaaincey — that is, passive genius, including 
an exquisite appreciation of the less obvious 
beauties of literature and art, but inspiring no 
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vigorous effort. He did just enough in several 
lines to provoke gratifying expostulations for 
not doing more. Earnestness of any sort 
seemed to appal him. Nevertheless he 
nourished a certain half-sentimental sympathy 
with those classes which (in that spring and 
every summer of 1877) filled the background 
of every social picture with the shadows of 
coming revolt. This had its root partly in a 
kindly fellow-feeling for human suffering ; but 
partly, also, in his own bitter sense of the 
unequal distribution of wealth. Sometimes it 
seemed very hard to him that the luxuries of 
life were poured without stint on many who 
could not adequately enjoy them, while he had 
only the meagre enjoyments of a department 
clerk. He could not but feel a longing for 
some communistic short-cut to (a rather con- 
ventional) Utopia : something that would not 
call for the hopeless virtues of energy, self- 
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denial, and frugality. His chief annoyance was 
a lurking dissatisfaction with himself (perhaps 
as yet the only hopeful indication about him), 
which gave rise to hazy fancies of proving 
by some sort of sudden pyrotechnics his right 
to stand forth from the crowd. But neither 
department work nor the routine of fashionable 
society offers much scope for exhibitions of that 
sort, and he saw no present prospect of 
astonishing anybody. 

He was fond of making love of a kind pretty 
well understood by all parties as predestined to 
end in nothing. Most young ladies of his set 
were willing to engage in this game, with a 
certain sense of being complimented thereby. 
It was perhaps because Jessica Armstrong 
never showed any reliable indications of such 
willingness that he had at last concluded to 
consider his affections as seriously engaged, 
and to conduct himself accordingly. At one 
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time he had. drawn not a little hope from the 
kindly way in which she used her eyes, and 
the slightly drooping interest of her attitude : 
but he generally found his sentimental advances 
repelled by a wide-awake, mocking good 
humour and a truly paralyzing politeness. 
Jessica had not passed through two or three 
Washington seasons and as many episodical 
engagements for nothing. 

Robert Chauncey's campaign against her 
heart had now been prosecuted for a long 
time. 

He, as well as all other parties concerned, 
felt that matters were nearing a climax, though 
the result was past foreseeing. His selection 
as an escort was hopeful ; but, as if measurably 
to counterbalance it, he knew that she had 
invited to Cypress Beach his rival who had 
been left behind, and that the latter had 
promptly accepted the invitation, even signify- 
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ing his intention to avail himself of it within 
two or three days. This rival was a Virginian 
of considerable attainments and somewhat 
broken fortunes, descended on the mother's 
side from a noble exiled family of Rochelle 
through a line of unyielding South Carolina 
Huguenots, pro-slavery Puritans who hated the 
anti-slavery Puritans of the North with a holy 
and a scornful hatred — a man not devoid of 
sympathies truly, but with a deal of iron in his 
convictions and his methods of enforcing them, 
an exalted theory of what was due to himself, 
and hardly more than an incidental estimate 
of the value of human life. Chauncey was 
astonished that Captain Hawksley should have 
been so complaisant in this instance, after what 
he must have regarded as a slight put on him. 
It could only be explained by the eagerness of 
immediate and very serious intentions. 

The trip was a delightful one, both to Jessica 


24 CYPRESS BEACH. 

and her friend — a sort of merry drama, with 
much, shifting of scenes, to which Mammy 
Charlotte, with her unobtrusive ways and quiet 
smile, pleased by her young mistress's pleasure, 
formed a kindly chorus. It was gay with life 
when the June sun shone on the sparkling, 
ruffled waters of the bay; glorious when the 
sunset's gold lay broken along that liquid floor 
and vivid cloud-splendours were below as well 
as above ; spiritual in its beauty when the moon 
swept slowly over heaven, paled now and then 
by the thin cloud veils that passed her ; weird 
and grotesque in its solemnity, yet with some 
elements of a fascinating, unearthly grace, as 
they steamed up the Stygian river between the 
feathery wading cypresses in the early bright- 
ness of another day. 

At the landing nearest Cypress Beach they 
were surprised not to find the old family carriage 
awaiting them ; but a row-boat was moored to 
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the wharf, and the taciturn negro oarsman 
(named Noah) came forward touching his cap. 
They entered the boat, and were rowed some 
distance up the river to a point where a narrow 
brook-like inlet led to a round land-locked cove. 
Above the opposite shore of this little sheet 
rose the gardens and walls of Cypress Beach. 

As they sped toward this ancestral home, the 
fingers of Jessica's right hand trailed in the 
water ; and she laughed to herself in a musical, 
infantine way, which seemed, in the sunshine, to 
cover her face with bright ripples. One of her 
ways, which women often denounced and most 
men somehow liked, was to revert fitfully to the 
speech and behaviour of very early girlhood. 
There was no particular forethought about it ; 
and she still looked too young to seem at all 
ridiculous. 

Glancing up with demure roguishness, she 
said — 

■ 

VOL. I. 3 
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" How I should like to find something that 
Mr. Chauncey cannot paint ! " 

Then pointing toward the beach, she cried, 
with a sudden mock animation of manner — 

" There it is ! There it is ! " 

Shaking her head comically, she announced, 
" No, no, he can't do that." Then, sinking 
back, she added, " Jessica thinks so," in a com- 
placent, purring sing-song. In her baby moods 
she was fond of mentioning, herself in the third 
person. 

Chauncey answered in a half-playful but 
significant voice — 

" It is very pleasant to be thought about at 
all by " 

He did not imitate her reference to herself, 
being stopped by an unmistakable change of 
manner. 

" By Miss Jessica Armstrong — is it possible 
you mean that ? O these men, these men ! " 
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. " They are a bad lot," he admitted, thought- 
fully. " I have always suspected they were a 
flaw in the scheme of the universe." 

*' Ah ! " exclaimed she, shaking her head with 
merry knowingness ; ** you are not to evade 
my challenge. Now, could you paint the secret 
of that beach with its contrast ? Oh, I know, 
you would treat it symbolically ; you would give 
us a grinning African with his teeth all in sight." 

He paused in critical doubt. "If our good 
friend Noah there would only smile his very 
best." 

**What, Noah .'^ " she answered, laughing 
lightly. " Noah never smiles." With that she 
■couched her head side wise and looked archly at 
her dark attendant; but his face kept all the 
decorous blankness of a pall. " Noah smile ? " 
she repeated with an uneasy, quizzical look, 
** Not he ! not if Doomsday were coming to- 
morrow ! 
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" Miss Jessie ! " murmured Mammy Charlotte, 
in a frightened, deprecating voice. 

" Never mind, mammee," purred the young 
mistress, caressingly ; " it isn't, you know." 

But even while she spoke her eyes followed 
those of Robert Chauncey to the house above 
the terraced garden ; and she turned away with 
a shuddering, indrawn breath. 

" I cannot look on it," she said, in a low voice. 
" We are rowing right into a strange mist." 

" It is nothing," answered Chauncey, lightly. 
*' An odd play of reflection and the shadow of 
a cloud going by. Clouds have a right to go 
by, I suppose ? See, it is gone." 

She looked again. Yes, the old house was 
in clear sunshine. She could see no cloud ia 
the sky. 


CHAPTER II. 


" MONARCH OF ALL I SURVEY." 


Jessica had hardly landed when a tumult arose 
beyond the house. A full voice, which might 
have been heard a mile, roared, " John ! Jahn ! 
J awn ! Noah ! Sam ! Hi-i ! Whoo-ee ! " Then 
there was a pause, followed by prodigious 
emphasis. " You infernal rahscals ! Hyaar, 
John ! Zounds and death ! John ! " 

Chauncey looked at his companion in dismay. 
He could no more have roared at anybody than 
he could have wrecked a railway train. " Has 
anything broken loose about here ? " he asked. 

Jessica laughed merrily. " Only Uncle 
Roger," she replied. " He is in a hurry for the 
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servants to put away his horse so that he can 
come and meet us." 

" Ah, I see," he replied, dryly ; " quite unique 
and interesting." 

" Oh, yes," she replied, roguishly, " and he will 
find your comment equally so." 

Chauncey whistled just above his breath and 
looked round as if seeking an outlet. 

Before he spoke there came plunging down 
the terraces a bright-eyed, shaggy, grey colt, 
unbridled and saddleless, with a sunny boy of 
ten astride of him, who tossed his arms in time 
with his disordered hair, and called gaily as he 
rode. Just as this young Bedouin seemed 
about to wreak destruction upon his guests, he 
sheered aside, and after one or two curvetings 
dropped to the ground before them. 

"Cousin Jessie, Cousin Jessie!" he cried, in 
delight. ** I'm so glad youVe come ! 'Deed, 
'ndeed I am ! We'll have heaps an' heaps of 
fun now ! ** 
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" That we will, Prince ! " replied Jessica, as 
she stooped and kissed him, using the nick- 
name which had been earned by a certain 
lordliness in some of the ways of this little 
Roger, her uncle's grandson, and an orphan 
like herself. 

Prince broke out again, " I said you'd come ! 
I knew you'd come ! Gran' would have it you 
wouldn't be here till to-morrow, but he don't 
know you like / do, Cousin Jessie. I made 
Noah go after you." 

Then he seemed to become aware that he 
was ignoring her escort, and turned to the 
latter with a shy native courtesy that sat rather 
stiffly on him as yet. 

*' I beg pardon, sir," he said ; " I am right 
glad to see you. But I only saw — — " and he 
turned toward Jessica with a light laugh, as 
though the sight of her melted all his little 
ceremony. 
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Robert Chauncey's heart warmed toward 
this small gentleman who had blundered in- 
stinctively on so high a compliment. 

** Mr. Chauncey," said Jessica, " this is my 
cousin Prince, sometimes called Roger, this 
little flatterer." 

"Flatterer, Cousin Jessie!" he expostulated, 
with reproachful dignity ; then added, " I am 
very happy to know you, Mr. Chauncey." 

** I can see already that the pleasure will be 
mutual," responded the latter, with all decorum. 

" Won't you walk up ? " suggested Prince, 
turning to lead the way. ** Grandfather will be 
here presently ; I heard him at the stables just 
now. Ah, here's my hat, it blew off as I rode." 

" Rode ! " exclaimed Chauncey, " I should 
think you did, my boy! General Putnam 
might have taken lessons from you." 

" General Putnam ? " queried Prince. " Oh, 
he was a Yankee." Then, in dread lest he 
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had given offence, he hurriedly added, *' But I 
hope youVe not a Yankee." 

*^ Not exactly," answered Chauncey, willing 
to help him out, "only a New Yorker." 

Prince looked puzzled. All Northerners 
were Yankees to him, and the term was oppro- 
brious. But he understood that Robert was 
not offended, and he felt vastly relieved. 

As they neared the house its owner came 
rolling through the doorway with a sailor-like 
gait, which yet carried him rapidly, for his 
abundant adipose was dominated by more 
abundant muscle. His large head, which often 
bent a little forward to keep the bodily balance, 
was now raised to greet them,rshowing a broad, 
high forehead and Jove-like benignity of count- 
enance. His face seemed the natural abode of 
sunshine. All its smiles began in and about 
his joyous, boy-like, blue eyes, but even his 
luxuriant brown beard could not effectually 
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hide their spreading. It was a face susceptible 
of frowns, too — sudden, brief, and dark as a 
July storm, and charged with as trenchant 
lightning. He would have no compromise 
with anything that savoured of deception or 
even sordidness. The hand of the bribe-taker 
or wire-puller, the tongue of the liar, the heart 
of the coward, were members which he longed 
to tear out and trample under foot ; and he did 
so as far as words could effect it. This terrific 
and unflinching frankness had almost wrought 
his exclusion from politics in spite of his 
fluency and cogency of speech, his intensity 
of conviction, his great though often imprac- 
ticable intellect, and his local influence as the 
head of a long-respected and many-acred family 
— a sort of surviving colonial magnate: 

Every one felt the charm of his presence 
and character. The negroes whom he roared 
at in his fits of impatience had long ago set 


" MONARCH OF ALL I SUR VE K " 35 

them down to "his way," knowing that he 
would never inquire how they voted, nor 
punish even the most insolent contradiction if 
they could show truth or justice on their side- 
The young girls liked him for his patriarchal 
gallantry ; men and women of equal years, for 
his frank courtesy and constant good spirits ; 
the aged, for his almost reverential regard ; but 
most of all was he worshipped by the rough, 
gnarled men of the waste places, and by the 
little children of both rich and poor. 

" Why, Jessie ! " he exclaimed, radiantly, 
holding out two rather chubby hands, where 
the brown freckles almost hid the natural 
fairness of the fine skin. "Why, Jessie, my 
darling ! " And he bent down to kiss her fresh 
young face, murmuring in pleased surprise, 
" Well, well, well ! But indeed I did not 
expect you to-day.'* 

" You didn't, uncle ? Why what do we live 
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in this age of wires and lightning for ? I 
certainly made use of them. That is Mr. 
Oci^MVic^y—pardonnez, Mr. Armstrong, Mr. 
Chauncey." 

As they shook hands her uncle suggested, 
" I see some ladies still remember how to keep 
the youngsters about them. Well, I am glad 
of it — being the gainer in this instance.'' 

Before Chauncey could bring his compliment 
to bear, Jessica struck in with a knowing smile 
;ind shake of the head — 

" Ah, ah ! all very well ! But, Uncle Roger, 

if you knew Oh, but I will tell him 

though. Uncle Roger, he wanted to know if 
* anything had broken loose.' I think he had 
suspicions of a menagerie." 

Mr. Armstrong looked puzzled for a moment, 
then began laughing gently. " Oh, it was when 
I was calling for the men to put away my horse. 
Well, I am a menagerie sometimes. I have 
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some of the slowest niggers on earth. Have 
to rare on 'em now and then. Can't help it. 
Well meaning darkeys, too. Confound 'em." 

"Anybody would shout to get into Miss 
Jessica's company," quoth Robert Chauncey. 
" Even our coloured, camp-meeting friends 
shout to get to heaven." 

" That ought to commend you to her good 
graces," responded the elder man, still laughing. 
"But they delight in experimenting on our 
susceptibilities. I say * our,' for / am a boy, 
too. When the youthfulness goes out of 
me, I hope the vital spark will not linger. 
But about the message — I suppose it is pigeon- 
holed in Nodaway, as usual. I regret ex-^ 
ceedingly that I did not receive the intelligence 
in time to have the carriage at the wharf. 
But come, I musn't leave you in the sun and 
the outer atmosphere. Jessie, you are lady of 
the house now. An old widower's establish- 
ment, Mr. Chauncey ; pray make allowances.'* 
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It was characteristic of Roger Armstrong, 
that he rarely mentioned the air as such. He 
could use the simpliest and most direct Saxon 
on occasion; but latinized English was his 
normal vehicle of thought and speech. Some- 
times this had a quaint effect. A bit of fresh 
human feeling wrapped in these polysyllables 
seemed very like a rosy-faced darling mas- 
querading in the state dress of her grand- 
mother. 

As Chauncey and Jessica passed on before 
him, Mr. Armstrong felt Prince tugging at his 
•coat and turned to hear the query — 

Gran, what did he mean when he said he 
was a New Yorker, but not a Yankee ? '* 

The grandfather looked alarmed. *' My 
boy," he exclaimed, in the lowest tone his voice 
would take ; '* I hope you have not been in- 
dulging in any unwise allusions. Remember 
that a gentleman never says anything to wound 
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the feelings of another. I know of no surer 
test." 

'* I didn't mean to," replied the boy, with 
quivering lips. 

Roger Armstrong beamed down upon him 
and patted his sunny hair, saying, " I am sure 
of it." 

After dinner — the old-fashioned noonday 
meal — he took Robert Chauncey out for a visit 
to the stables, a drive, and a general inspection 
of the farms. It was a purely conventional 
proceeding on both sides. Chauncey could 
not possibly have declined any invitation from 
a host, and the elder gentleman was dominated 
by a dreadful sense of propriety which forbade 
him to omit the customary attention to a guest. 
So though the one longed to remain about the 
house (where Jessica was), and the other must, 
at least, have suspected his longing, and both 
of them would have preferred to gratify it, 
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they combined to remove him to very different 
scenes. 

Robert Chauncey, however, had a humming- 
bird s easy consolability, and his artist's eye 
turned with something more than a good grace 
to the perfectly formed barb, plunging and 
curveting in a circle at the end of his tether,, 
round ihe warily- turning, proud-faced groom. 
But when he heard an abnormally fat hog 
commended as " beautiful," and was informed 
that the true test of a sheep's beauty was its 
" approximation to the form of a parallelogram," 
he began most unjustly to suspect an intention 
to quiz. If Mr. Armstrong could have made 
a fortune by raising symmetrical animals of 
the edible species, he would still have gone on 
fattening them into monstrosities. His triumph 
in their approach to his ideals would have 
compensated for any loss. 

Mr. Armstrong's farming commended itself 
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to Robert Chauncey, for it was mainly carried 
on in a buggy. Once or twice a day he drove 
from farm to farm, and from field to field, 
consulting and joking with the overseers, 
inspecting the work of every hand, storming 
at the lazy or careless, rebuking the cruel, 
listening to the complaints of the captious, 
instructing the ignorant or clumsy, encouraging 
the diligent, and stimulating all. But it may 
be doubted whether his stentorian censures 
and exhortations always produced their due 
effect. The darkey ordinarily scratched his 
head when his employer's back was turned, 
with a comical look that foreboded a return to 
his derelictions. 

That evening Chauncey was made aware of 
some other peculiarities of his host. The 
latter, who was in fine spirits and desirous of 
entertaining, soon took the conversation en- 
tirely to himself, and narrated story after story 
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with infinite action and no little imitative power. 
Chauncey did not know (and Mr. Armstrong 
himself certainly did not) how many times 
these anecdotes had done duty before. They 
made up all in all a standing stock of about 
forty, which almost seemed to have been 
labelled and set aside for future reference. 
Three or four related to his early college life ; 
every trip that he had made to the great cities 
of the North, had added another; electoral 
and legislative experiences had thrown in a 
small quota ; something had been derived from 
the efforts of negroes to escape in the old 
patrol days, and from the stormier experiences 
of the war ; and the great bulk of the remainder 
were derived from his observation of strange 
characters and incidents in his immediate 
neighbourhood. Taken down as he told them, 
they would have made a very instructive and 
racy panorama of a vanished or vanishing 
order of things. 
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In repeating these the old gentleman showed 
as great delight as his auditor ; but when the 
latter attempted a story of his own (presuming 
on an established city reputation for quaintness 
and vivacity of humour and the power of 
placing salient points in a novel light) Roger 
Armstrong s eyes began to blink before the 
third sentence was uttered. Chauncey hurried 
on to the thrilling climax, but just before it 
was reached he saw a series of nods end in 
a dead sleep. Then Jessica, who had been 
unusually still, came to his aid with an offer 
to play something. As they moved toward 
the piano, they heard her uncle's sudden voice 
— ** Exceedingly interesting, sir, exceedingly 
interesting ! " 

Then he nodded off again, while Jessica, 
smiling sedately, touched the keys. The smile 
died away as her fingers and soul seemed to 
flow in accord from note to note of the un- 
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earthly music which she had chosen, the Spirit 
Waltz of Beethoven. Her rendering of this 
had always a special quality, but now its effect 
was so subtly heightened that Chauncey found 
himself wondering what could have happened 
during his absence. 


CHAPTER III. 


'* REVISITING THE GLIMPSES.** 


Something had happened. On finding herself 
left queen regnant, Jessica naturally undertook 
a sort of general visitation of her indoor realm : 
the rather disorderly kitchen with its broad- 
faced, grinning occupant, the cellar-dairy with 
its row on row of creaming milk-pans and its 
half-dozen barrels of well-ripened peach brandy, 
the parlour, the dining-room, and the sleeping 
apartments all in their diverse bravery of old- 
time furniture and ornament. There was 
doubtless much that might have been changed 
for the better ; but she found a pleasure in 
noting that no iconoclastic reforms had been 
in progress since her last visit. 
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Before she had quite satisfied her mind on 
this point, Prince pounced upon her and 
carried her off with . familiar turbulence for 
a " pull on the cove." While this proud young 
oarsman sent their boat dexterously in and 
out of the cypress shadows, a curious thought 
mounted from her heart to her lips. 

*' Prince," asked she, suddenly, ** what is 
there behind the great panel above the dining- 
room fireplace. It stands out so much at one 
end" — indicating with her fingers the size of 
the gap. 

*' No, Cousin Jessie, not that much," pro- 
tested the boy. " I flung a ball against it last 
winter and loosened it." 

" But what is in there } What did you 
find } " she asked. 

'*0h, nothing," he answered; " 'deed that was 
all. I only peeped in a little. I reckon 
there s only a big hole, a great square, empty 
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place, like there is behind all the panels over 
the mantelpieces. They sound hollow when 
you hit *em/' 

" So there was nothing," persisted she, musing. 

** Dead loads of it ; and I saved the whole 
treasure against your coming, Miss Curiosity,** 
he replied, pertly. 

She menaced him with uplifted hand, but 
he did not look alarmed. 

" Prince," asked she again, presently, " will 
you help me to look behind that panel when 
we get back ? " 

** That I will," he answered, with a look of 
surprise. " But can't we let the panel alone 
for a little while } We can get to see what 
there is behind it easy enough by and by." 

" Oh, yes," she responded, lightly, and gave 
herself to the frolic with such zest that the 
afternoon was far spent before they returned 
to the house. 
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Mounted on chairs before the loosened 
panel, the two pryed away in dihgent expect- 
ancy; till suddenly it fell outward with a 
crash, and a great cloud of soot and mould 
and plaster. Jessica, uttering a little shriek, 
sprang aside just in time to avoid the shower ; 
but her cousin, according to the luckless doom 
of boys, was less fortunate. A sharp outcry, 
which even his ambition of manhood could 
not suppress, showed that for the moment 
he was blinded. Hence he did not see the 
fall of a thick roll of charred paper, nor the 
quick motion of his companion, who seized 
and secreted it, as she hurried to his assistance. 
She acted on impulse in this ; and afterward 
refrained — she hardly knew why — from men- 
tioning her prize to any one, till night should 
give her full leisure to examine it. 

Before going upstairs that evening, she 
bent over her dozing uncle and kissed his 
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great forehead. ** Assuredly, assuredly!" he 
exclaimed, looking up quickly. 

She laughed lightly, " Assuredly what, dear 
uncle ? " 

"Why, why — here it is," fumbling in his 
waistcoat pocket. " Were you not making 
inquiry relative to the ring ? " 

"Ring! What ring .>" 

" I must have been dozing mighty soundly," 
he answered, with a good-humoured laugh. 
'' I certainly thought you had come, my dear, 
to upbraid me for my dilatoriness in transfer- 
ring the ring to your possession. Ah, here 
it is ; your cousin Sarah brought it yesterday 
for you. It had been mislaid, or put away 
and forgotten, for many years ; but she thinks, 
and I believe correctly, that it can be no 
other than The Lady s Ring, which, you know, 
tradition connects with the first occupant of 
this house. There were at one time all 
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manner of fanciful legends about it, mostly 
forgotten now I believe, so that it is a very 
appropriate as well as an unique present for 
our mystery-loving young lady. Allow me" 
— and without more ado he slipped it on her 
finger. 

" Am I so very mysterious, uncle ? " asked 
Jessica, in an uncomfortable voice th,at tried to 
be mirthful, but without daring to give offence 
by a superstitious refusal. Nevertheless, some- 
thing, perhaps the rather ghostly idea of its 
antiquity and long disuse, sent a cold thrill 
through her arm and body. She did not, how- 
ever, allow this to prevent her from going into 
lady-like raptures over the ring. 

" What is it ? '* she asked, turning the broad 
face of its single gem toward Robert Chauncey. 

" I should call it an opal," he answered. 
'* But no, I have never seen anything just like 
it. How it changes ! Almost as if it were 
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alive ! Yes, it is • strangely beautiful." He 
added in an underbreath his usual expletive 
comment, but with more meaning than the 
words generally carried — *' That is no good 
thing." 

Five minutes later, Jessica, half disrobed and 
comfortably tumbled into a huge rocking chair, 
was reading her captured manuscript by lamp- 
light. It was in a lady*s hand of bygone days, 
and must once have been neat as well as 
clearly legible; but fire had burned away or 
badly charred many of the pages. As Jessica 
puzzled over the quaint archaisms and the 
blurs and blotches that too often obscured the 
meaning, the fancy grew on her that the writer 
had tossed the narrative on the nearly dead 
embers some midnight centuries before, and 
then the fire failing to wholly do its work had 
hastily snatched up the leaves and , crowded 
them out of sight — as she supposed for ever. 
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There was something very chill and shadow- 
like in sitting there amid just such another 
hush of night and reading the secret records of 
the long dead. The light touch of willow 
branches on the window panes made her shrink 
as though a spectral hand warned her back 
from an unholy task. The low moans of the 
rising wind as it swept around the old walls 
seemed instinct with more than elemental com- 
plainings. The very chirp of the house-cricket 
startled her. But curiosity and somewhat 
more held her to the task. 

** I would not be conceived," began the 
writer, " either peevishly or presumptuously to 
kick against the decrees of Heaven. I hope 
that I have made that right Christian use of 
my afflictions : though, in truth, not merited by 
any pravity of conduct industriously entertained 
by me or radicated in my nature. 

" Well, and with right good conscience, may 
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I call my father notorious, for though His 
Majesty had withdrawn his countenance from 
him, yet none the sooner did he receive adver- 
tisements by express message that His Majesty 
was sorely straitened, than he made several 
cavalcades through the north country for His 
Majesty's recruit, and did infest in especial 
those places which displayed a violent affection 
for the enemy, until that party was reduced to 
a lowness in those parts, and he did often have 
good execution upon them. He did apparently, 
and beyond all question, win the most notable 
triumphs/' 

Here followed a number of illegible pages, 
probably relating to the progress and termina- 
tion of the civil wars and the restoration of 
King Charles 11. Then came a clear para- 
graph : 

"He had at this time a design presently to 
marry me ; to which purpose he had an over- 
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ture from a noble family on the behalf of a 
well-bred, hopeful, young gentleman, who had 
the honour to be a menial servant to the king 
in a place near his person." 

Then succeeded indistinct reminiscences of 
court life. Somewhat plainer than the rest 
were a few words referring to the influence of 
the monarch over the fair sex. "And they 
did say that he had a ring, the which was 
given him by one of the many outlandish 
women who do company with sturdy beggars 
from foreign parts. And many there were 
who questioned whether any woman who wore 
that gaud could" — the rest of the page was 
burnt. 

A little further on was a longer decipherable 
passage. " It fell out, as I was but exercising 
myself one day in the park, that His Majesty, 
companied by the two dogs that kept with his 
lesser peregrinations, did of a sudden un- 
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thoughtfully come out of a by-way; whereat 
my Spanish jennet, even like any vulgarly 
spirited creature, did rear in exceeding great 
panic fear and cast me off on the ground. 
Surely I should have suffered exceeding from 
this disgrace, but that the king did with the 
most industrious promptness retrieve nie from 
all danger, grieving and lamenting my dire 
strait. In sooth, finding myself not likely to 
Suffer nor shrewdly hurt, I could 'not but be 
sensible of a delight in His Majesty's solici- 
tude ; for he had a very flowing courtesy and 
such a volubility of manner as surprised and 
delighted. Nor let it be doubted [i.e,j sus- 
pected'] that I set these things down in order 
in pure gdA^ty\i.e., idleness], for in truth they 
had serious concernment with my troubles 
thereafter ; wherefore even at this writing I am 
exceeding grieved and heartless — a sore burden 
not to be admired at by any who know my 
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Story. Yet that day I could see but the 
pleasantness of his apparent royal favour ; the 
which was the more palpable and notorious, 
inasmuch as after divers passages of gracious 
condescension, he would not suffer me to refuse 
a certain ring of post signal and unique 
beauty ; and charged me straitly to wear the 
same at all times, in his remembrance. 
Whereat, I quickly did find myself most 
notable. and of respect in every one's mouth; 

until " 

The latter part of the narrative was nearly 
obliterated. Jessica found many indications of 
external luxury and internal conflict, with fre- 
quent allusions to an influence which could 
not be shaken off. The ring here and there 
seemed to be an object of aversion and fear, 
yet the writer had not dared to remove it 
lest the king should be displeased ; and before 
long all such rebellious desires seemed to have 
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ceased, and the gem was lost to sight in the 
multitude of adornments lavished upon her. 
At last something had brought about her 
sudden downfall and exile ; but the final 
pages which would probably have given the 
particulars were missing. 

Jessica laid aside the charred manuscript, 
and sat piecing together the hints which it 
gave, till there rose clearly before her the 
vision of the proud, lovely woman, gay with 
her own love of the world's brightness, yield- 
ing slowly to the spell which she dared not 
or could not cast from her, and lured onward 
by praise and power to — the long heart- 
break of this lonesome, colonial nook. To 
Jessica*s society-loving nature even the minor 
accessories of the catastrophe were tragical. 

As she sat thinking, thinking, she seemed 
to hear close to her ear the one word " Be- 
ware ! '' — very low, almost a whisper indeed, 
VOL. I. 5 
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but quite distinct. It was not the first time 
that her super-sensibility had caused such 
illusions ; but now there was something so 
sinister and chill in the tone that she looked 
again and again with a real dread at the 
mirror in front of her. As she glanced aside 
at the manuscript the same word stared at 
her from the charred fragments of the very 
last page. Bending, shiveringly, she had just 
made out, as she thought, the further word 
"ring," when an unlucky movement crumbled 
the whole passage into soot. She flung the 
roll from her, and looked in disgust at her 
soiled fingers. This brought the ring promi- 
nently into view (by that light it was of a dull, 
smouldering red), and her finger, swollen by the 
day's heat and exercise and the recent pres- 
sure of her head upon her hand, seemed to burn 
under it. She tried impulsively to work off 
this painful acquisition, but it would not move. 
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The resistance gave her time to ask herself 
what excuse she could make for its absence 
to her uncle and the donor. The thought of 
failing in courtesy or appreciativeness was 
distressing, especially on account of a fancy- 
born terror such as she would be ashamed to 
own. So, laughing to reassure herself, she 
finished undressing, and "lay down in her 
loveliness," with the ring still on her finger. 

Nevertheless, lying there nervous and wake- 
ful, she found it a sore trial. The sensation 
of burning persisted beyond all reason, and 
she fancied that she could see the gem flash 
with the lightning, and gleam with the flicker-* 
ing of the lamplight, as some adventurous 
gust shook the windows and blew in through 
the crevices. She had not been willing to 
trust herself to the dark, but she had failed 
signally to bring about anything that could 
fairly be called brightness. The muffled 
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tumult of the storm, the irregular shadow 
dance on the thick walls, the eerie noises 
common at quiet times to wind-visited old 
houses, all entered into conspiracy with her 
own inner weakness and startling fancies. A 
mysterious foreboding and terror weighed on 
her heart, and she passed from wakefulness 
to troubled sleep, and from sleep to wakeful- 
ness again without any sense of relief. The 
morning found her pale and worn. 


CHAPTER IV. 

** HARMONY NOT UNDERSTOOD." 

Robert Chauncey was awakened early the 
next morning by the prodigious voice of his 
host calling to the overseer's house or to the 
negro quarter. Then a door opened, and a 
heavy tramp came down the hall. Roger 
Armstrong was about to do his letter-writing 
for the day. His mail was usually a large 
one, coming from all quarters and dealing with 
all sorts of subjects. Amateur farmers wished 
his opinion of hogs or fertilizers, legislative 
aspirants and office-seekers solicited his in- 
fluence, commission merchants in the cities 
held forth on their special facilities, inventors 
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and manufacturers trumpeted their machinery, 
philanthropists and county-improvers called 
upon him for aid, friends sent him news 
of the latest political movements. He felt 
obliged to answer each of these politely 
(which generally meant rather voluminously), 
and the still hours before and just after sunrise 
had long suited this purpose best. 

When Jessica entered the breakfast room 
her uncle came cheerily forward with his, 
" How do you come on?" and a cordial 
kiss, hardly stopping for an answer before 
greeting Chauncey, and passing thence to the 
practical business of the occasion. He was 
too thorough an optimist to suspect any ail- 
ment which was not, so to speak, driven into 
his notice. Beside, it would have seemed to 
him quite abnormal that an Armstrong should 
be ill at ease in her ancestral home. She was 
making a determined effort to seem as though 
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her nerves were not unstrung and her brain 
hot and weary. 

The meal was literally a light breaking of 
fast on various kinds of bread, with coffee and 
relishes, but the tendency to chat made it 
longer than in busier regions. 

Prince, spoiled lad that he was, had come to 
the table considerably after the others. His 
grandfather accosted him — 

** By Zines, boy, but this won t do. Where 
have you been, sir ? " 

Prince flushed, but answered straight to the 
mark — 

" I. have been riding the bay colt, sir." 

" Which I positively prohibited you from 
mounting," responded the elder Roger, looking 
like a thunder-cloud. ** And thumping him, 
too, I warrant, by Zines, sir." 

Prince looked distressed. 

" I hope not, sir.*' 
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"Well, sir, you may go to your room and 
remain there till noon. Promise me that, sir." 

Prince, ready to cry with mortification, simply 
' answered, " Yes, sir," and marched to the door. 

Jessica refrained from saying, " Poor little 
fellow ! " knowing that pity would be the un- 
bearable last drop in his cup of bitterness. 

Robert Chauncey, who could never wholly 
ignore the humorous side of things, remarked 
in an undertone — 

"It seems that the * little hatchet 'game is 
not always a success." 

When too late he saw that he had been over- 
heard, for Prince tossed his vanishing head in 
angry scorn, and Mr. Armstrong answered 
severely — 

" There was no * game ' in the case, sir. I 

« 

trust when my grandson sinks so low as to 
require an incentive to tell the whole truth, that 
the providence of God may speedily remove us 
both, sir." 
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Jessica saw that there was danger of some 
unpleasant passages, and exerted herself vali- 
antly to effect a diversion. Luckily neither of 
th^ men were given to cherishing grudges, so 
before the young lady's vivacious story had 
ended, both were laughing heartily. 

" Come," ejaculated her uncle, " it*s too bad 
that the youngster should lose all this. Susan, 
go up to Mr. Roger's room, and inform him 
that we desire him to return to his breakfast, 
d'ye hear ? " 

It had been said that Smiling Susan would 
certainly grin at her own funeral. Giggles 
were respectfully suppressed in the presence of 
her superiors ; but no power on earth could 
prevent her great cheeks from rippling as they 
jshone, even then. She never had smiled 
harder than when she thought her employer 
and his visitor were about to quarrel ; and now 
that she was going on an errand which pleased 
her mightily, she smiled still. 
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As Prince re-entered, evidently "in charity 
with all mankind," his grandfather reached him 
the hand of welcome, and Jessica (holding her- 
self, however, quite matronly, as not inciting to 
disorder) encouraged him with— 

** We'll find fun enough before school opens." 

"Yes, Cousin Jessie;" then, ruefully, "It'll 
come soon enough ; " and then, with a sudden 
dash of resentment, " and they're going to try 
to crowd a nig in, too." 

"Zounds and death ! " exclaimed Mr. Arm- 
strong, " I shall express to the principal of that 
institution my most unqualified condemnation." 
His manner added that this would be a dire 
calamity to that instructor. 

Chauncey asked demurely — 

" Is he very black ? " 

" No, 'ndeed," answered Prince. " Dirty- 
yellow-white, mighty near chalk-white, a long 
\0'?iy whiter'n that'' — holding up his sunburnt 
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paw. "But a nigger's a nigger. And if they 
crowd him in there, he'll get killed." 

"Oh! oh!'' remonstrated Robert. "That 
would be no good racket." 

" It would be perfectly justifiable," burst out 

the elder Armstrong, in full blast ; " I would do 

it myself. It is an intuitive impulse implanted 

in the human heart, sir. Yet I don't blame the 

poor negro, sir : I blame the devils who will 

persist in thrusting him where he does not want 

to go, to make trouble. And as for miserable 

rahscals like that Ishmael Vamper, who are 

deluding the ignorant creatures by their vile 

demagoguery : I could shoot them — I would 

shoot him as I would any other ." 

He was interrupted by the hurried entrance 
of a servant with a letter. 

" I hope you will excuse me, Mr. Chauncey," 

said the Accomac gentleman, with a marvellous 

change of tone ; " this seems to require instant 


68 CYPRESS BEACH. 

attention," and he was deep in its contents the 
next moment. This was not of a character to 
keep, but may bear transcribing. 

" Hell's broken loose in Nodaway. That 
firebrand, Vamper, is in a fair way to burn us all 
up. He made a crazy agrarian speech to a 
crowd of negroes last night, advising them not 
to work for their former masters, but to band 
together and raise wages higher and higher to 
compel a final division of the . land. He called 
upon them to sustain * the cause of the work- 
ing men,* and prophesied a general uprising, 
with all manner of prizes in the way of com- 
munism and revenge. This stirred the people, 
and they have been straggling in ever since 
daybreak. Thus far there are no injuries ex- 
cept one darkey (pistol-ball in calf of leg) ; but 
there have been several affrays, and we may 
have hot work at any moment. To make 
matters worse, they say the Wildcatters are 
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coming down in force to lynch Vamper. Now 
do make haste, dear General" — the country- 
people generally gave him this title, though he 
had never borne a commission — ** and use your 
influence — no one else has so much — to allay 
the excitement of the people, and prevent what 
all must finally regret/* 

Before the signature was reached, Roger 
Armstrong had forgotten all his truculence. 
His only thought now was the necessity of 
immediate action to avert dire trouble and 
crime. Without the least consciousness of 
inward change, and believing himself as ever 
the most consistent of men, he was about to 
peril his life as a matter of course to prevent 
the very deed which he had just announced 
his readiness to commit in person. No m^n 
understood better than he the lights and 
shadows of those unkempt, ague-toughened^ 
Vendean-like foresters — their wayward gene- 
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rosity, their crude hospitality, their deference 
for hereditary leaders, their intense religious 
convictions, their furious and enduring pug- 
nacity, their occasional unrelenting and frightful 
cruelty. Even their best friend would find 
little safety between them and their prey. 

There was no fear, in his case ; but there 
were certain obstacles which nearly answered 
the same purpose. Just as he reached the 
door, he remembered that he was neglecting 
one of his notable rules of etiquette, which 
forbade him to leave a written message without 
a written answer. So he turned back and 
indited some ten polysyllabic sentences ex- 
pressing his great concern at the "calamitous 
concurrence of circumstances," and his deter- 
mination to discharge the full measure of duties 
" devolving upon every good citizen when his 
influence may be of service in preventing so 
deplorable a catastrophe." This dispatched by 
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the servant who had brought the letter from 
Nodaway, he hurried to his " conveyance." 

There Jessica awaited him, pale, but without 
a word to dissuade from his main purpose. 
She only asked — 

* 

" Why will you take that balky black } Shall 
I tell John to get another horse ?" 

"No! No!" he answered, laughing and 
kissing her. After climbing heavily into his 
seat, he turned and added : " I am resolved to 
break this fellow of his tricks. His action is 
wonderful. Make my excuses and compliments 
to Mr. Chauncey, and assure him that I regret 
the loss of his society as well as my breakfast.*' 
Then he drove off. 

At no great distance he came on a number 
oi his ewes which had strayed into the highway, 
and which one or two of his "labour" were 
endeavouring to drive through a gate. The 
bewildered creatures moved at cross- purposes 


72 CYPRESS BEACH. 


or huddled in seeming obstinacy blocking the 
road. He might have urged his horse through 
and scattered them easily enough ; but he 
never once thought of such an irregular pro- 
ceeding. With him property always dominated 
the man rather than the man the property ; 
and farming tradition and routine took pre- 
cedence of everything except King Death. 

The next cause of delay was aesthetic. A 
fast trotter with excellent "points" and free, 
noble " action " passed him, and he could not 
resist the temptation to call the groom back 
and ask many intricate genealogical questions. 
After the equine family tree had been ex- 
haustively explored, the horse was put through 
his paces and duly admired and criticised. 
Then Roger Armstrong drove on in meditative 
enjoyment. 

But not for long. The splendid black which 
drew him, having grown properly disgusted 
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With these successive halts, retorted in kind by 

anchoring himself without orders, an old trick 

which he was supposed to have outgrown. 

Armstrong, at last awakening to the lapse of 

time and the urgency of the crisis, groaned in 

spirit and grew all afire with impatience. Still, 

he kept a serene face and used only dulcet and 

persuasive tones. Roaring might do with 

negroes, but it had no part in his management 

of horses ; and the whip was a discarded and 

reprobated article. However, his diplomacy 

elicited no response except a twitching of the 

ears, which then settled back determinedly. 

Roger recognized the defiance, and raved away 

below his breath; before calling sweet names 

again, and politely requesting him to move on. 

Next, this strategic driver worked gently on 

the reins and tried to back, knowing that 

motion is more easily converted into motion 

than quiescence is ; but the knowing brute 
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turned sufficiently to lock one wheel and there- 
after held his neck* as rigidly awry, as if cast 
in bronze. Some gentle ticklings only made 
him move his legs as though preparing to 
launch out against the dashboard. Mr. Arm- 
strong then lowered himself cumbrously to the 
ground and led his horse. But this soon grew 
wearisome to exhaustion, and as soon as he 
regained his seat the balking began again. 
He was at his wits' end ; and, to make matters 
worse, the village was now so near that he 
could hear a most alarming hubbub, broken 
by reports of firearms. It was a study for a 
sculptor — the portly, serene, tormented master, 
and the firmly planted brute. 


CHAPTER V. 


"let loose for a season." 


Doubtless Ishmael Vamper had once pos- 
sessed parents and other definite antecedents 
like other people ; but no one seemed to know 
anything about them. He had brought out of 
the shadows of his earlier life a kind of inter- 
mittent hovering gentility, which prevented 
him from seeming merely brutal by suggesting 
something worse. Had there been any sub- 
stantial good in him, he might have made a 
notable figure in the world, for he was abun- 
dantly supplied with brains, and intense though 
fitful energy, and that inestimable man-enthral- 
ling power which we term animal magnetism. 
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Even genius, or rather an uncanny eidolon or 
semblance of genius, seemed to haunt his soul 
and flutter about much that he did, like the 
tenants of Lord Lytton's haunted house — not 
spirits of the living or the dead, but more 
frightful counterfeits, without sympathy, pur- 
pose, or any human attribute ! 

After a varied career not profitable to trace, 
he had found himself in Washington reduced 
to shabby straits and unkempt disorder. It 
then occurred to him to turn his very savagery 
to account at the expense of the legislators 
of the country. He knew how sensitive a 
political barometer the ordinary congressman 
is, and he saw that in such quarters there was 
a growing terror of what was known as the 
labour movement, and the discontent and 
turbulence which were rife everywhere. He 
set up forthwith as an organizer and agitator, 
and soon acquired some notoriety and influ- 
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ence. Then he entered on his programme of 
extortion. 

When the card-summoned, congressional 
victim emerged into the hall or the lobby, 
he would find himself confronted by a sinewy, 
threadbare, jauntily, obtrusive form, a colour- 
less face, mobile yet hard and jeering, and a 
pair of grey eyes with an unsteady, rather wild 
light in them : and he would be greeted 
sardonically in this wise — 

"You see before you a son of the people. 
Unfortunate, sir — poor, but proud ! He 
must be provided for." 

Every attempt at evasion was pooh-poohed ; 
every pretence of conscientiousness scourged 
with truculent sarcasm ; every symptom of 
coming denial met with the regretful inquiry — 
" Must I then play Lucifer among your consti- 
tuents ?" He would add meditatively, " I like 
to play Lucifer." After some minor successes. 
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chance had led him to train his batteries on 
the Honourable Frederick De Lancey, whose 
conservative district had not changed its vote 
in twenty years. Though rarely opening his 
chiselled lips in the House, this legislator when 
at home lived in some state, was generally 
mentioned as ** a man of distinguished appear- 
ance," and was regarded as a very great 
personage indeed. He devoted, justifiably, a 
considerable part of his leisure time to the 
work of respecting himself; and he felt that 
the world was indeed going to the bad when 
he heard this insufferable fellow make a mock 
of his provincial glories, and threaten the 
sacrilege of turning his constituents {his con- 
stituents ! ) against him. As soon as he had 
recovered breath and power of motion, he 
beckoned to the nearest messenger and handed 
him a half-dollar. ** John," he said, " have the 
goodness to hear as my substitute whatever 
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this person may wish to say : " and he walked 
placidly back through the door up the aisle 
to his seat. 

The negro, fully alive to the humour of the 
situation, straightened himself like a grenadier, 
and said : " Well, sah, please proceed, ef you 
please," in a condescending tone, which drew 
sounds of merriment from the gathering spec- 
tators. Vamper cast one venomous look at 
him, and hurried away, pursued by their sup- 
pressed laughter and the louder '* Yah ! yah ! 
yah ! " of the sable proxy. The latter had 
a true placeman's aversion for the displacemen 
and their leaders. Moreover, he felt jolly over 
his easily earned half-dollar. 

Ishmael did not disguise to himself that this 
was a serious blow. He knew that the story 
would spread, and lead to recalcitrancy and 
ridicule. He was sorry the issue had been 
made in such a Gibraltar of a district ; but he 
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felt that now or never was the time to prove 
that there was substance in his threats. So, 
collecting what money he could, he departed 
ostentatiously, to/' organize the working-men," 
that is, to introduce communistic doctrines and 
foment discord on the Eastern Shore. 

His past experience as a "carpet-bagger*' 
in the Southern States misled him. All his 
successes had been gained through the negroes 
(where they were in a majority), and so he now 
addressed himself mainly to that race. His 
incisive and vivid, though rather infernal, 
oratory was in startling contrast to the volu- 
minous rhetoric of their former masters, and 
the clumsy imitations of their own local 
leaders : so his fame widened rapidly. Por- 
tentous crowds flocked to hear him, work 
was neglected, and a sense of ill-usage and 
antagonism spread abroad. Offers were not 
wanting to seize the axe and the torch when 
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they should receive the promised summons 
to join the great uprising. His reckless invec- 
tive became more and more extravagant as 
he found that nothing was too wild for his 
ignorant and excited hearers. The wrath of 
both races was brewing a storm. 

While Roger Armstrong was dallying along 
the road, an assemblage of negroes in front 
of the village hotel were clamouring for an- 
other speech from Vamper ; and a lesser party 
of white townspeople and young farmers, 
heated by the quarrels of the last two or three 
hours, had elbowed their way into the throng 
hooting derisively. No sooner had the orator 
appeared on the balcony than a squabble arose 
below, and a pistol shot was fired, perhaps 
by accident or at random ; but it sprinkled 
him with broken glass from a window at his 
side, causing a precipitate retreat. As he 
listened, seated within, to his dupes, now 
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fighting, running, groaning, outside, he re- 
flected that he had been a fool, and would 
like very much to get out of the scrape. Then 
he bolted and barricaded the door, cocked 
his revolver, and sat quietly down out of line 
with the window. The struggle in the street 
was quite over by this time, the negroes having 
speedily scattered. For the moment, pursuers 
and pursued had left the field of battle. All 
was silent except the moans of two or three 
dark, recumbent figures, which could not con- 
veniently leave the side walk. Then a voice 
announced significantly : ** The Wildcatters," 
and there was a general return of the whites. 

At that cry, Ishmael Vamper leaned side- 
wise, and looked cautiously out. Directly to- 
ward him, entering the village by a side street, 
came a score or so of gaunt horsemen, two 
by two, with shot guns on their shoulders, 
and their faces shadowed by tattered hats of 
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felt or straw. The leading file consisted of a 
little swarthy, wiry fellow, with a bead-like gipsy 
eye, and an iron-sinewed, round-shouldered, 
bony giant of at least six feet three. They 
rode deliberately, like men who had come on 
serious business. As they entered the main 
street, they pointed out the wounded negroes 
to one another with a word and a scowl, and 
exchanged rough greetings with friends in the 
the crowd. Then three or four of the party, 
as though by preconcerted arrangement, kept 
on to the rear of the hotel, while the main 
body dismounted and advanced toward the 
front steps. Vamper breathed hard and set 
his teeth. 

Just then there was a great rushing and 
clattering down a side street, and Roger Arm- 
strong came hurrying, buggy and all, round 
the corner. At the last available moment his 
horse had condescended to go — with the full 
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impetus of a stream bursting its. dam. The 
utmost strength of its owner's powerful arms 
barely effected a halt a little beyond the hotel 
steps. Then, with no apology to those who 
were still tumbling back across the roadway, 
Roger sprang to the ground and gained the 
front door of the menaced building in a series 
of well-weighted bounds. Here he faced about, 
red with effort and dark with wrath, in an 
attitude which could not be misunderstood. 

" Zounds and death !" he thundered, breath- 
lessly. " Men, men, what does all this mean ? " 

There was a disconcerted murmur. They 
were loth to make head against their oracle 
and their idol. There was not a man present 
but had been the recipient of his neighbourly 
kindness, and derived a good share of his 
rather unreliable education from ** General" 
Armstrong's " public day" disquisitions and dis- 
cussions in the county town ! They remem- 
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bered, too, that he had stood unflinchingly by 
his political principles when those principles 
involved the danger df imprisonment or worse. 

'* It means, sir," at last answered the small, 
sharp-eyed man who led the party, touching 
his hat respectfully, but showing that he at 
least had quite recovered from his first dismay ; 
"it means that we seen there was a viper 
yere, and we come down to stop his hissin ." 

" Michael Garr," demanded Armstrong, se- 
verely, ** have you no better brains than that ? 
Do you want to see me and mine given over 
to execution and confiscation in order that you 
may take vengeance on a wretched demagogue ? 
Do you remember the retaliations of 1863 ?" 

Some of the party were evidently much 
struck by this suggestion ; but Garr answered 
shrewdly — 

" Ah, General, them days is gone ; yeVe 
mighty safe now/' 
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your sin my sin. I will not pass into the 
presence of my God with the thought that 
I have let you soil your souls with this 
atrocious crime." 

A hush fell for a moment on the now 
largely augmented crowd ; then turbulent mur- 
murs began again ; and a stranger s voice 
called, " Haul the politician out of there." 

** You lie ! " roared Roger, from his vantage 
post. " Hand the rahscal up here who calls 
Roger Armstrong a politician. Where is he ? " 

The fellow slunk off amid jeers ; and Simp- 
son expressed the general opinion of the mob — 

" Yes, he does lie, Gineral. You're the 
highest-toned gentleman on the Eastern She*. 
1 11 vote fo' you, sir ; an* I '11 fight fo' you ; 
but I can't do this fo' you. We all come here 
to kill that Vamper ; an*, 'fore God, you best 
get out of the way." 

" Yes, out of the way ! Out of the way ! 
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No time for talk ! *' called a dozen impatient 
voices. 

Armstrong answered with stern composure, 
but in a voice so loud that it dominated all 
their uproar — 

** I most assuredly shall do nothing of the 
kind. You shall not enter this door unless 
you pass over my dead body." 

Again there was silence for a moment ; then 
fiercer cries — 

" Let him die if he wants to. Stop talking, 
and clear the way ! *' 

" Well, if I must," observed Simpson, bring- 
ing his ponderous right foot slowly up another 
step. 

" Halt ! " commanded Armstrong, in so em- 
phatic a voice that Simpson involuntarily 
stopped and half raised his hand to his hat. 

Before that pause ended, a third party 
interposed, a tall, stately man with a broad 
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panama hat, silky-brown beard, white skin, 
and faultless attire. Sitting in a front room 
of the hotel he had watched with some interest 
the rout of the negroes ; he had even laid 
his mint julep aside to nod approval when he 
saw the lynchers approach ; but he had not 
thought of taking part in the drama until he 
saw that a gentleman was in peril. Then he 
tossed away his straw, drained his glass, flung 
on his hat, and strode* swiftly down to the 
rescue, cocking his revolver as he came. 
When he reached the side of Roger Armstrong 
the face of John Simpson was directly before 
him, rising far above the rest of the crowd. 
With the single exclamation, ** You dog ! " he 
fired full at that face. The aim though quick 
was deadly, but the bullet went harmlessly 
by overhead. Armstrong had dashed up the 
hand of his champion. 

" No," said he, with one of his beaming 
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smiles, "John Simpson and I have been friends 
too long to kill one another ; " then changing 
his tone as he saw signs of irresolution in 
the crowd, he called out with a prodigious 
assumption of authority — 

** In the name of the State of Virginia, I 
command you to disperse and return to your 
homes." 

Michael Garr wheeled about and began 
elbowing his way back to his horse, observing 
astutely — 

" I reckon it's all up, boys ; come along." 

Simpson stood a moment as if in a daze ; 
then struck the butt of his gun on the steps 
with a great clang, and, turning half around, 
declared aloud — 

•' I can't hurt the Gineral, boys ; an* TU be 
blanked if any one else shall, either. Not as 
I'm afeard o* that dandy's pistol, nor " 

" Will you oblige me, sir, by stepping into 
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the hall ? " requested Mr. Armstrong, address- 
ing Captain Hawksley, his new ally. 

The latter bowed stiffly and retired a little 
beyond the doorway, where he stood, serene 
but vigilant, revolving in his mind whether 
he could with honour avoid calling out the 
man who had taken such a liberty with his 
person. He did not wish for a meeting ; 
indeed he had just finished a tedious journey 
by rail undertaken for the purpose of visiting 
the offender and his niece ; and he valued 
her approbation above all things. But there 
was a certain sense of duty in these matters ; 
and it had always been the captain s way 
to treat his honour as a very sensitive plant. 
This was sometimes inconvenient, for the word 
included all the more finely spun ramifications 
of his reputation for courage, veracity, pro- 
priety, and fifty other things. 

Yet he might very well have rested his case 
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on what he had been and done, for the war 
had produced no more capable or daring 
partizan leader, and now in peace he was 
winning wide recognition as an original critic 
of current facts and public men, writing from, 
a perversely peculiar standpoint and with a 
polished bitterness of style that reminded one 
of Randolph of Roanoke. 

Mr. Armstrong broke his reverie by advan- 
cing radiantly with outstretched hand, ex- 
clainiing as he entered the hall, " By Zines, I 
never found so much difficulty in exerting 
my authority, sir. One of my best speeches 
would have been wasted on those fellows. 
You came just in time, and I thank you 
cordially, sir. I hope you will excuse my 
roughness, sir. Necessity was urgent. '^ 

Captain Hawksley weighed this apology 
conscientiously before accepting it. On the 
whole he thought it would do, as there had 
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been no intention to affront. Having come 
to this wise conclusion, he was not disposed 
to be niggardly in response — especially as the 
other party was beginning to look hurt and 
vexed. 

** Certainly, sir," the captain answered ; " I 
am especially proud to have been of service 
to you, Mr. Armstrong." 

He was about to add more when an un- 
pleasant voice added : " Second that motion. "^ 
Turning, he confronted Ishmael Vamper. 

The latter, when Armstrong first interposed 
in his behalf, had audibly wondered, "What's 
that old party's game ? " The appeal for 
mercy had drawn from him the admiring 
comment, '* If that don't fetch *em, it's useless 
for me to try.*' When he heard Hawksley 
stride past, he cried, " Don Quixote No. 2 ! "^ 
with a ghastly grin into his looking-glass. 
Then realizing that he might do better by 
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himself than to sit there whetting his wit on 
his desperate fortunes, he bowed to his grima- 
cing reflected image with — " Now for the 
windmills ! Let us warfare a little ! Selah ! " 
and opening the door, sauntered jauntily down 
in time to witness xh^ finale, 

Hawksley stared at him haughtily on hear- 
ing his volunteer " second ; " and announced, 
" rU have you remember, if you 11 be so keind, 
that interruptions are distasteful." 

Vamper would have liked to kill him ; yet 
drew off without even a sneer. IshmaeFs 
cold-blooded care of himself often seemed like 
cowardice. 

Hawksley curled his lip in mistaken con- 
tempt, and Armstrong looked shame and pity. 
The two latter had met before, and a seat 
behind the refractory black horse was offered 
and accepted with no need for introduction 
or explanation. Then Ishmael Vamper, quite 
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unabashed, came to the front again, saying, 
*' I am sure you would like the company of 
a man of saving grace : behold the candidate." 

The planter answered frigidly — "There are 
only two seats, sir." 

Vamper responded with mocking insistance : 
^* Thanks for your consideration ; but Fve no 
false pride. FU sit on the floor or in the lap 
of some good Samaritan. No cutlets out of 
Vamper for these cannibals ! What ho, let's 
chariot a little." 

What was to be done ? The fellow was 
as obnoxious as he well could be ; his very 
presence nauseated — yet he had asked for 
shelter wildly, preposterously no doubt, and 
with every aggravation of impudence; but 
nevertheless from a real danger, and one which 
there was no other probable means of avoiding. 
Cypress Beach had never refused that boon, 
and Mr. Armstrong felt that blood would 
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be on his hands and his soul if harm ensued 
from refusing it now. So he groaned in spirit, 
but replied — 

" You had better bring out a chair or stool 
for a seat" 

Before starting, he insisted on seeing the 
wounded negroes duly cared for. In this work 
Vamper (followed by Captain Hawksley's 
amused contempt) was almost equally active. 
He began to gain favour in Mr. Armstrong s 
eyes. 

'* I will say one thing for you, Mr. Vamper," 
remarked the old gentleman, glad to find 
something to commend, " You are thoughtful 
for your injured followers." 

Vamper thought there was a sly joke under 
the old man's kind exterior; and answered, 
willing to gain credit for astuteness — 

^' It goes without saying, ^ la Francais, that 
I shouldn't have done it if I hadn't thought 
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they would recover. Three dead niggers — 
no help nor hurt there ; but three live niggers 
doctored — three * strikers * for your uncle — as 
the ungodly say — savez ? " 

Armstrong could not believe that the other 
was in earnest. Taking the word " striker '^ 
va its more ordinary significance, he asked — 

** One word, sir, what is the objective point 
of your movement, if I may ask ? What 
do you want strikers for ? A war upon 
capital ? " 

" That's the ostensible object," replied Vam- 
per ; then with a confidential leer : ** But what 
in Tophet do I care for these dogs of labour- 
ers ? / want an office ! " 

Captain Hawksley uttered a low, musical 
laugh. Mr. Armstrong asked breathlessly — 

"Is that your only object ? " 

*'Yes, my lord," answered Vamper, airily. 
" * Victors,' you know ! ' Spoils/ you know 1 
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Office 1 Office ! Let us officiate ; " and he 
swept his right hand out and back with a 
greedy, money-raking motion. 

The elder man, holding himself in readiness 
for attack, burst out with — 

" Sir, you must be a scoundrel." 

Vamper laughed aloud — 

" What, have you just discovered that ? 
The boarding-house keepers of the North 
American continent found it out long ago." 

Roger Armstrong seemed about to fling 
him out of the buggy ; but was checked by 
Hawksley s deferential touch, and the sugges- 
tion — 

" Pardon, me, but unhappily the thing is 
your guest." 

'* So he is, hang him," admitted Armstrongs 
dismally. Except an occasional meditative 
" zounds and death ! " he kept a most surprising 
silence for the next mile or so. Ishmael made 
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Up for it by a constant flow of grotesque, 
boastful nonsense. Captain Hawksley still 
watched and smiled; resolving that Jessica 
should not long be annoyed by this phe- 
nomenon. 

Suddenly a turn of the road revealed a 
crowd of negroes around a meeting-house. 
They consisted mainly of the remnants of the 
body just dispersed in Nodaway ; and were 
now awaiting reinforcements preparatory to— 
they knew not what. The appearance of their 
leader, and, as they supposed, his captors gave 
them an immediate object. They pressed 
threateningly into the carriage-way and around 
the vehicle under the direction, of a squat, 
ruffianly fellow, in whom Mr. Armstrong was 
surprised to recognize Mammy Charlotte's long- 
absent son, John. 

" I think," suggested Hawksley, cocking his 
revolver and looking calmly at Vamper, " that 
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it would be as well to explain matters, if you 
will be so keind." 

The Captain clung tenaciously and patrioti- 
cally to the Hebridean pronunciation common 
in most parts of Virginia. He would not have 
discarded a superfluous vowel on any account 

Vamper sneered inwardly, but lost no time 
in beginning the required statement. This 
time he chose a more grandiose style of oratory 
than usual, his object not being to excite but 
to console, allay, encourage, and please. 

" Fellow citizens," said he, rising, '^ let me 
congratulate you on the successful issue of our 
grand rally for the great cause of man. Vic- 
tory does not consist alone in the mere resist- 
less onslaught of wronged numbers; though 
that too will come if the oppressors listen 
not to the warning which is borne on every 
breeze, if they heed not the blazon stamped 
on the broad earth and the eternal heavens. 
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But the noblest victory is the victory over 
the hearts and minds of noble men, and that 
we have won to-day. I am going hence, not 
as a prisoner, but as the invited guest of the 
foremost man of all this region, a generous 
enemy of whose final conversion to the cause 
of right his present manly action affords a 
glorious forecast. I must ask you to open 
the way for us." 

Roger Armstrong had listened in bewilder- 
ment. How a man could throw so much 
sincerity into his words when there was none 
in his heart quite passed comprehension.* He 
began to wonder whether the speaker were 
not after all a misled enthusiast, who took a 
morbid pleasure in maligning himself. But 
the final suggestion brought the old gentleman 
to his feet. 

* Now / want a word with you," he an- 
nounced. " Mr. Vamper s prognostication is 
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without a shadow of foundation. I have told 
you before, and I tell you now, that you have 
too many privileges already. As a good 
citizen, I acquiesce in accomplished facts, how- 
ever deplorable, but I will not advocate further 
unwise concessions. I talk to you frankly, 
for that is the truest kindness. Some of you 
were raised on my place, and many have been 
in my employ; have I ever treated you un- 
justly or unkindly 1 *' There were many nega- 
tive answers from different parts of the crowd. 
** Then," he continued, "I know you will take 
it to heart when I warn you not to expect too 
much. A scientist, a great man at the North, 
has recently discovered that the negro's head 
does not possess a certain' suture, as it is called, 
which allows the white man s skull to expand, 
and his brain to grow. Hence, try as hard 
as you may, your brains cannot develop beyond 
a certain extent. It is the will of God, for 
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His own wise purposes. You can never be 
the equals of white men in any respect, and 
the effort to reverse the Divine decrees will 
only bring a curse and destruction upon you. 
Therefore, you who are well disposed, go 
quietly back to your homes, and count upon 
me as your friend whenever you are in distress. 

" To the few who seek in turmoil and con- 
fusion an opportunity for robbery and all 
baseness" — here his eye rested sternly on the 
face of John, who stared back at him in stolid 
defiance — "to that evil few I would give one 
reminder — the whipping-post has been re- 
established. It is well not to forget." He sat 
down ; bowed authoritatively ; and drove on. 

Ishmael Vamper looked at him derisively, 
and then back for the benefit of the crowd. 
But he was surprised to find a very un- 
sympathetic response in their faces. The 
shadow of old mastership was too much for 
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him. His next glance at Armstrong was one 
of admiration and longing. 

" That 'suture ' business was a trump," said 
he ; " but how did you dare play it ? Can you 
really make the idiots swallow anything ? " 

"'Swallow! swallow!'" exclaimed Mr. Arm- 
strong, in rising wrath, "why, man, it's God's, 
truth. Zounds and death ! " 

Vamper had no faith in his rescuer s sincerity 
(or in anything else) ; but was beginning to 
hate him with a deadly hatred for his pretence, 
of moral superiority. 
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CHAPTER VI. 


'* THERE WORKETH A SPELL." 


Vamper possessed a natural aptitude for that 
obscure and uncanny art which we term mes- 
merism or animal magnetism ; a very real and 
dangerous endowment, however discredited in 
some quarters by the fraud and legerdemain 
which imitate it. The worst human passions 
had instigated him to develop this power; 
and they had been reinforced by the inhuman 
desire to drag down all things that men called 
high or pure and make a mock of them ; until a 
superstitious person might well be excused for 
finding in him the evil eye of olden time 
witchcraft. 
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Jessica felt something of this influence even 
before he alighted, for she was in a strangely 
receptive mood. The nervousness caused by 
last night's want of rest had been aggravated 
by the anxiety consequent upon her uncle's 
departure, and the rumours which reached her 
from the village ; while the unobtrusive at- 
tentions of Robert Chauncey, and Prince's 
efforts at diversion, had rather added to the 
strain by reminding her of the duty of self- 
control. 

She welcomed her uncle with a kiss that 
conveyed all the enthusiasm of thankful relief ; 
then turned with a happy smile to Captain 
Hawksley ; and lastly greeted pleasantly (as 
introduced) her new acquaintance, Mr. Vamper; 
though marvelling at his presence not a little. 
He took her hand and held it longer and 
more tightly than custom quite warranted, 
flushing her cheek and flooding her heart 
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with an unknown feeling that was much 
more than dismay. As the others passed on^ 
she rallied her will desperately and looked up 
with an effort at self-defence and repulsion ; but 
her eyes fell again at once and she shook^ 
breathing heavily. The wild rabbit shocked 
into bewildered paralysis by the sudden cry of 
fifty hounds — though, oh, so willing to fly!— 
is not more helpless. 

" I think we shall be very good friends," he 
said, significantly. 

" I hope so," she replied, dreamily, still 
shuddering. 

He held her hand a moment longer, to be 
sure there was no resistance ; then quietly 
released it, and entered the house after her. 

While her uncle was introducing him to Mr. 
Chauncey, she slipped off to her room ; dropped 
breathless into a chair ; and bared her full fine 
arm to the elbow, looking attentively along it 
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from the ring. Then she let it fall, and turned 
her eyes on the sunlight which flecked the 
floor ; thinking in a dazed way. Had she told 
the truth in saying she hoped they would be 
friends ? What was the attitude of her soul, 
her self, toward him ? She had believed all 
her life that no man whom she could ever meet 
as an equal would cross the magic circle of a 
pure woman's rebuke ; but she saw already 
that it was less than a cobweb barrier to him. 
Her traditions were all cast to the winds, and 
her soul was trembling within her. The fasci- 
nation of fear was not all : she recognized the 
weirder fascination of unlikeness — unlikeness 
not merely to the other men whom she had 
met, but (as it seemed) to the essential spirit 
of humanity itself. 

The physical effort of her hurried toilet 
scattered these shadows and half persuaded 
her that she could laugh at them. No doubt 
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however, there was a dash of uneasiness in her 
defiant singing, as she went down the hall ; for 
she was not wont to be so demonstrative. 

Her uncle's late success made him even 
more fluent than usual at the table, so they had 
over again the well-worn story of the Pennsyl- 
vanian who called a handsome horse " ugly" 
when he meant that it was vicious, and the one 
about the Quaker who preached negro equality 
to a purchasing slaveowner, yet refused to 
purchase the runaway's freedom by accepting 
him for a son-in-law. These and many more 
were strung on a thread of moralizing which 
set all human experience and political philo- 
sophy at defiance. Yet he was so sure of being 
right in his genial wrong-headedness that the 
hearer often began ^o doubt whether the solid 
foundations of the universe were solid after all. 

The meal ended, Hawksley was carried off 
to inspect the farms and stock. Chauncey^ 
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faintly smiling (as one who sees without grief 
a remembered weariness pass to a rival's 
shoulders), turned with dissembled reluctance 
to keep an appointment which had been pressed 
upon him by the politely assiduous little Prince. 
Vamper declined both parties almost curtly. 
Before Jessica could frame a plan for escape 
he had laid claim to her services as entertainer ; 
and the others had departed, vexed indeed to 
leave her in such unworthy company, but with 
no serious misgiving. 

The grim cloud had been lifted from Jes- 
sicas mind in the normal life of the last hour 
or so ; but now as she sat in the curtain- 
dimmed parlour, with its quaint furniture and 
quainter faded portraits, there came upon her, 
like a warning from another world, a vehement 
impulse to flee. When the voices of her 
friends had died utterly away outside in the 
deathlike hush of the country, this instinct 
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overpowered even her keen sense of propriety, 
and she half rose. As she did so she felt 
the keen eyes of Vamper mocking her pertur- 
bation. Her over- dread of ridicule checked 
her for a moment. Before it passed the desire 
to go seemed to fade away. 

Turning to the picture-album (what safer 
in its conventionalism) she fluttered, trying 
to keep her usual tone — 

*' Ah, Mr. Vamper, I am going to show 
you some pretty girls. You mustn^t dare to 
contradict me." 

** I shouldn't," he responded, drily. ** Where- 
soever the ladies and gentlemen are gathered 
together, we know who must obey. Bring 
on the girls." 

She stepped to the table not over pleased 
(for the volume was heavy and his tone both 
dominant and nonchalant), yet in truth not 
daring to refuse. Her tremor as she reached 
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forward caused The Lady's Ring to strike 
against a grotesquely wrought silver bell, with 
a keen menacing note like the cry of a soul 
in pain. She started back, echoing it. 

Vamper stepped beside her, asking — 

" Ha ; a mouse or a goblin ? " 

" It — ^startled me," she gasped. " It does 
not sound so — to everything. It — came from 

the North— Salem — long ago. They tell^ " 

and she looked at him, like one battling, with 
furtive query and fright. 

"Ah, a wizard-finder's toy," he answered, 
ringing it fantastically ; "order up the ;wvitches." 

Smiling Susan appeared in the doorway. 

** Did you ring fo' me, Miss Jessie ? " she 
asked. 

" Not any," Vamper answered for her ; but 
the negress lingered. Did she see anything 
in her young mistress's face which urged her 
not to go away ? A hesitating expression 
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troubled the dense sunshine of her counten- 
ance for a moment. Then she withdrew it, 
still grinning, and closed the door. 

Jessica, seating herself submissively beside 
Vamper, pointed out and named one portrait 
after another ; while he, delighting in cat-and- 
mouse tactics, encouraged her growing sense 
of something like security by a droll running 
commentary, that made hidden faults and 
foibles start into unnaturally vivid relief. 
More than once it cheated her into her usual 
mellow laugh. 

Her voice had almost its old clearness as 
she pointed to an exceptionally beautiful and 
intelligent face, asking — 

" Do you find anything unlovely there ? " 

Vamper's lip twitched with expectant amuse- 
ment, as he answered — 

" She is pretty ; but not so sweet as — 
essica. 
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The young lady could not but remember 
that this was the very bit of presumption 
which she had so pointedly forestalled but 
yesterday ' when threatened by her intimate 
friend Mr. Chauncey. She had always been 
almost excessively particular with regard to 
these matters of etiquette and minor cere- 
monial. So she straightened herself, as in 
duty bound, but with a dismayed consciousness 
of the odds against her. 

*' I never allow," she began ; but she could 
get no further. His eyes made her droop 
and shrink like a wilted plant, and the words 
turned to mere quiverings of the lips. 

** Of course not, they never do," he replied. 
** But all the same, Jessica, I think you won't 
prude with me, Jessica. My Euphrosyne — 
* goddess fair and free ! ' — ' buxom, blithe and 
debonair ! * — as a certain blind party has it." 

While he spoke his right hand closed on 
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hers, and his left, emphasizing the words, 
stroked lightly up over and beyond the soft, 
fine wrist that her flowing sleeve uncovered. 
Her cheeks, which had paled, flushed again 
painfully at this ; but there was no other 
motion and no sound. He paused, in keen- 
eyed enjoyment of her distress ; then saying, 
^* ' Sweet,* eh i* — let us test," bent his face over 
till his lips approached her own. 

At that crisis, a quick patter of hoofs came 
up the carriage-way ; there was a sudden 
grind of turning wheels on the gravel, and 
a deep voice announced — 

" I should have struck him a most awful 
blow." 

Mr. Armstrong was explaining what would 
have happened to Simpson the forester, if the 
latter had persisted. His arrival sent Vamper 
back out of line with the windows, cursing 
half audibly. 
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It brought still further relief to Jessica. 
Her uncle had a way of jotting down his 
farming statistics on odd fragments of paper, 
and then shedding them about over the house 
like snowflakes. This time he fancied that 
one of the flakes had drifted into her room ; 
and requested her to see whether it could be 
found. She rose, bowing acquiescence with 
rather a dazed air, and passed out. The last 
words that reached her were (in his most 
Olympian tones), " Slavery, sir, is as necessary 
to a gentleman as rain is to corn." She had 
heard this sonorous exordium often before ; 
but now it had a personal application which 
made her lean against the wall and fight for 
breath. 

Reaching her room, she turned the key and 
fell over upon the bed, where she lay for a 
long time without moving. Her mind worked 
as though in a dense fog and under a brain- 


ii8 CYPRESS BEACH. 

crushing weight. She was conscious of a 
desolate sense of having lost the defensive 
power of womanhood. She knew that she 
was absolutely at Vamper's mercy — or what- 
ever attribute might be supposed to take its 
place — and that he had deprived her not only 
of the power to reveal her danger and implore 
aid, but even of any clearly defined wish to do 
either. His mastery seemed so inevitable, so 
irreversibly established that (horrible as the 
idea would ordinarily have seemed to her) she 
could not even be sure whether it were right 
or wrong. Of one thing alone she could be 
certain ; her heart was so far from feeling any 
affection for her tyrant, that it would have 
turned to God in thankfulness at the news of 
his death. Nothing remained but to keep up 
the artificialities of life, and drift, dumbly 
moaning. 

She was still lying thus when a servant 
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rapped to announce — " Marse Roger make his 
complimumps, an' would be much 'bleege* fo' 
dat slip o' paper ; an' supper moughty near 
ready." 

Luckily the memorandum was near at hand. 
Jessica thrust it out, and began her toilet. 
When she descended all the men thought that 
her apparel and coiffure had never showed to 
better advantage. But both Captain Hawksley 
and Robert Chauncey were conscious of an 
inexplicable something in her manner which 
filled them with disquiet. Even when bridling 
with her little bird-like motions, it was evident 
that she had no longer the bird's blithe cer- 
tainty of wing. The lovers were far enough 
from suspecting the truth, but each resolved to 
bring his tantalizing courtship to a climax 
before another day had passed, and win some 
definite answer for good or ill. 


CHAPTER VIL 


*' RIDE, BOLDLY RIDE." 


Roger Armstrong had not the least suspicion 
of the dire evil that menaced his roof, and he 
did not find it easy to ask any one to leave 
that shelter. But he had received warnings 
which compelled some action for Vamper's own 
^ake. The animosity of the more dangerous 
citizens was still unappeased, and although the 
agitator was safe at Cypress Beach, who could 
guarantee his life in any chance stroll through 
the neighbouring woods or along an unfre- 
quented road ? 

With this thought on his mind, Roger Arm- 
strong the next morning invited Vamper to 
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ride with him. This would have been an 
unwelcome suggestion at any time, but Ishmael 
found it especially so now that he had been so 
long practically excluded from Jessica's com- 
pany — indeed ever since the return of her 
uncle and Hawksley the day before. So he 
impudently feigned lassitude, and answered in 
the slang of the day, ** Oh, give us a rest." 

The host bit his lip : " I have important 
business with you, sir," said he. 

Vamper, thus enforced, rose with a quizzical 
look of distress, saying, " As a sheep before the 
shearers.'* 

After they had driven a little way Mr. Arm- 
strong turned and said — 

** Mr. Vamper, you are in danger." 

** Well-1, I might be in a bumble-bee's nest," 
was the philosophical reply. 

" The people are excited against you," urged 
the other, anxiously. " The boat for Baltimore 
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leaves our wharf at noon. I must advise you 
to take it — on your own account, sir." 

"Oh, doubtless," replied Vamper, with half- 
veiled irony ; " but don't solicitude overmuch. 
I have left several places unanimously and in 
toto. Let us procrastinate." 

" Confound him ! " ejaculated Armstrong, in- 
wardly ; " How am I ever to get rid of the 
rahscal ? And he certainly will be put to 
death." Then he fell to wondering, as others 
had wondered, whether all this distortion of the 
English language and human nature grew out 
of something which might lessen responsibility. 
At last he answered resignedly, *' If you get 
into trouble remember you had full monition." 

When they returned, Jessica was away, and 
Vamper learned that she had made a second 
engagement for the afternoon. However, there 
were but a given number of hours of day, so he 
t^-aced his patience to carry him through them 
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in the character of a sardonic loiterer and 
general tormentor. Long before sundown 
every small African about the premises had 
come to regard him with a peculiar terror, and 
Prince's lordly indignation had mo,, than once 
almost choked him, though the boy returned 
resolutely again and again to the task of enter- 
taining this intolerable guest. 

Almost immediately after Vamper had been 
carried away as related, Jessica had declared 
vivaciously that she must make a shopping- 
raid on the main street of Nodaway. This 
was partly the result of a strong impulse to get 
as far from him as possible ; partly of a fever- 
ish, half- recognized yearning to make the most 
of life's sunshine, before a horror settled upon 
it. 

Of course there were two volunteers on the 
instant. She looked at them with a comical 
affectation of dismay. 
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" What both ! " she cried ; then, clapping her 
hands, " I have it You shall draw lots, and 
the loser shall be my escort this evening to the 
old church at Nyington Roads. I have been 
longing and longing to see it again." 

Captain Hawksley felt that this appeal ta 
chance was hardly decorous ; and he liked it 
even less when the result went against him. 
However, he had the grace to show no more 
than a playful chagrin. After the others de- 
parted, he sauntered down to the cove where 
Prince was fishing. The two were fast friends 
already ; for the boy rejoiced in this new mine 
of stirring anecdotes ; and the duellist-soldier 
did not easily weary of narrating them to one 
who showed so many of his own qualities in 
embryo. 

Several of these tales had already been 
repeated as they lounged in their boat moored 
just within the edge of the cypress shade, when 
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Prince seemed to feel that it was his turn to 
say something startling. 

" Captain," he announced, " Tm going to 
shoot a man to-night." 

"The deuce you are!" opening his eyes at 
this practical application of his doctrines, " and 
whom may it be ? Don't pick any quarrel, my 
boy." 

" Oh, there ain't any quarrel. It's only a 
chicken thief." 

" Ah ! I see — you mean the fellow that 
broke into the hen-house last night." 

This, by the way, was Vamper s lieutenant 
John, who had taken to feeding at once his spite 
and his constitution at Mr. Armstrong's expense. 

"You're mighty right, captain," answered 
Prince. 

" Then I advise you not to lose any sleep 
on his account. Thieves don't visit the same 
place two nights in succession." 
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" You don't know our thieves, captain," per- 
sisted Prince, with a wise air. 

The tolerably experienced' Hawksley began 
laughing gently to himself, then stopped 
suddenly. 

"I beg your pardon, Prince," he said; 
" you're a capital little gentleman, and have 
my sincere regyards. But, all the same, you 
had better sleep indoors to-night, and save 
your powder for the squirrels." 

Prince's brow cleared; but he did not promise. 

Meanwhile Jessica and Chauncey were can- 
tering on briskly down the gently undulating 
road. ' There was not much connected con- 
versation at first, for he could spare very little 
attention from the arduous duty of managing 
his horse and keeping reputably in his saddle 
Jessica was not usually inconsiderate in her 
treatment of escorts ; but this time, half in 
abnormal superficial gaiety, half in a blind and 
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most unjust yearning to punish somebody, she 
certainly made his hard lot very much harder. 
Nevertheless they entered the village de- 
cently. She pointed out to him the little court- 
house, with a queer grouping of agricultural 
machines in front and a rude wooden fence 
around all ; the bazaar-like row of small shops ; 
the plethoric brick tavern, with its sickly "tem- 
perance" competitor ; the bank ; the sparsely 
tenanted, unguarded jail ; and the streets lined 
with incongruous dwelling-houses, generally 
crowded down to the pavement in a city- 
emulating fashion which robbed the place of a 
good part of its shady rural beauty. While she 
made her purchases, he amused himself by 
watching the long shabbily clad countrymen of 
the poorer class slouching about the corners 
and doorways, the few weightily-stepping clear- 
voiced farmer magnates in their faded careless 
apparel ; the negro gossippers to whom the 
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recent disturbance and bloodshed had already 
become a godsend in the way of anecdote and 
reminiscence, rather than a portent and a thing 
of dread. He was surprised to see how many 
vehicles containing articles of some value were 
standing unwatched about the village. 

Then his mind passed to certain things 
which he wished to say. How should he 
begin } The choice of language ought to 
have been easy, for he had tested almost every 
conceivable formula of that sort in his senti- 
mental episodes. But this morning he was not 
aided by that thorough sympathy of the audi- 
ence which draws forth an orator's happiest 
efforts. If success were coming, somehow he 
did not feel it. But what was to be effected by 
waiting ? Hawksley — that mispronouncing 
grindstone-hearted guerrilla — was more likely 
to gain ground with the lapse of time 
than to lose it. The man's hard daring, his 
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record of physical and mental prowess, his 
tenacious adherence to what most people 
deemed hopeless, his perfect mastery of those 
out-door accomplishments in which Jessica her- 
self excelled, gave him obvious advantages in 
the race. Robert's skill with the pencil, the 
brush, the springing foot, the vibrant cord, 
and the accurately modulated tone would go for 
nothing in comparison. And yet — and yet — 
he knew that he had not a ridiculous trait. It 
was very bitter. 

While returning, they halted for a moment 
to breathe their horses in the shade of a wide- 
spreading oak that grew on a little knoll. The 
delicate fragrance of wild grape blossoms came 
from a thicket near by. A mocking-bird 
dropped lightly on a branch overhead, and 
rioted in a wild and varying melody. When he 
ceased and flew away, one or two cat-birds took 
up a less mellow and versatile, but still musical 
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song. Flowers bloomed all along the roadside; 
and the whole landscape seemed to rejoice in 
its bath of sunlight 

Robert Chauncey had just devised a form of 
declaration in keeping with this environment^ 
and promising the most joyous results, when 
Jessica unwittingly sealed his lips by demand- 
ing speech. 

** Mr. Chauncey used to be an entertaining 
escort," said she, half tossing her head archly. 
" Ah, well, I suppose the peninsula air is bad 
for eloquence.'* 

*' Hardly," answered Chauncey, with a sud- 
den revulsion to bitterness. '* I notice the 
captain finds it suits his ' gyarden ' of rhetoric, 
* regyardless' of English. You know ." 

" I know," interrupted Jessica, with decision 
and some heat, ^* that Captain Hawksley is 
thoroughly a man. He has more than a draw- 
ing-room record." 
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Chauncey, piqued, responded with caustic 
deliberation — 

" No ; blood stains are inconvenient in draw- 
ing-rooms/' 

" Some of our city young men are in no 
danger of leaving blood stains," she replied^ 
curling her lip ; " no, not if they were to bleed 
to death." 

She turned from him humming scornfully. 

Chauncey checked the first answer which 
rose from his heart. He was strangely disap- 
pointed in her. Had she shown such rudeness 
a few months sooner, his course would have 
been plain. But now he could not contemn 
her as merely vulgar, and seek a less faulty 
charmer. Besides, the good taste of his own 
remarks about his absent rival would not bear 
very close examination. 

When at last he spoke, it was simply to say — 

'* All of which means that you think I have 
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no spirit. Perhaps you may see cause to 
change your mind." 

His unusual tone touched her. She turned 
quickly towards him, holding out her hand and 
saying — 

" Let us be friends. I would not let him 
criticise jv^» in your absence." 

The truce was ratified, and they rode home 
in all comradeship ; but the momentous words 
remained unspoken. He fancied a lurking 
contempt under every kindly phrase. And was 
this all that his assiduous attentions, his varied 
talents, his irreproachable gentleness had called 
forth ? The spark of self-dissatisfaction already 
noted was fanned into a blaze. 

Another now — and such another ! — required 
credentials of his manhood. He resolved again 
and again that they should be forthcoming. 

After dinner Captain Hawksley rode with 
Jessica to the old church. This half-ruinous, 
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colonial relic stood in the midst of a cluster of 
massive oaks, looking out rather grimly over an 
estuary and the broad reach of Chesapeake 
Bay. Ivy crawled over it, forming a thick gar- 
ment in many places. Here and there the 
quaint legend and sculpture of a time-defaced 
tombstone showed above the sod. No human 
dwelling was very near; no human voice broke 
the silence. The birds, the grass, the sky, and 
the great bay had not changed with the chang- 
ing centuries. They were again with that 
cumbrous, quaintly caparisoned, dream-like past, 
which one cannot think on without a smile of 
affectionate regret. 

She sat on the grassy terrace to which time 
had transformed the well-worn circular carriage- 
way ; he, standing beside her, leaned against a 
large tree which grew out of its deepest hollow. 
Notwithstanding his affectionate hopes of a 
domestic future — indeed partly because of 
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them^ — Captain Hawksley always treated Jes- 
sica with marked ceremony. Perhaps nothing 
else so greatly aided his suit. 

" Yes," said he, continuing his thoughts aloud, 
'* here your ancestors talked, and walked, and 
breathed, and laughed, and worshipped in those 
kyindly old days which it is our mission and our 
duty to bring back to earth." 

She shook her head sadly — 

" I fear that can never be." 

** It is worth trying," he replied ; " men lived 
then, as they were intended to live, in good will 
with those around them, and in patriarchal rule 
over the servants born on their land. No de- 
sire then to overturn the divinely established 
order of things. A time when no one ques- 
tioned the supremacy of chivalric honour ! A 
time when the truths of revelation were unas- 
sailed by cavilling ! 

" And why should it not return } Do you 
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remember, Miss Armstrong, De Tocqueville's 

weighty words, * Nothing has so great a 
fixity of purpose as an aristocracy ? ' That is 

true even when the aristocracy, acting from in- 
stinct, does not clearly know what its purpose 
is. The South has not cast away her ideals, 
nor have her sons lost their manhood. In the 
fulness of time her ascendency will surely 


come." 


** In good truth, I wish it mightl' she an- 
swered. 

"Meantime," continued he, "we have our 
lands, our homes with their ancestral associa- 
tions, our white adherents who have not yet 
learned to throw off their traditional reliance on 
gentlemen ; our negroes, who need only the 
pressure of a firm hand (and a lavish one) to 
subside into their proper station. We can 
brighten our neglected gyardens, restore these 
antique places of worship to their former solemn 
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beauty, and show in the lives of ourselves and 
our families that the decorum, the nobility, and 
the frank, pure affection . of old days have not 
vanished from earth. We can revive the good 
old custom of love, Miss Armstrong, in an 
age of lawless vagary and mercenary self- 
seeking/' 

There was a beseeching tremor in his last 
words, which showed how deeply the man's soul 
had entered into the dreams of which he spoke. 
They appealed almost as strongly to every en- 
thusiasm of the young girl's nature. She felt 
that the very effort to attain them was an exal- 
tation. The romantic zealot beside her seemed 
incomparably heroic. She felt a real longing- 
to share his aims, his hopes, his life. 

Yet she sat silent, with a cloud on her brow 
and more than a cloud on her brain and heart. 
A chill horror struck through her very love. 
She could not clearly distinguish whence it 
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came. Was there something within her soul 
like a malignant alien personality ? 

For a moment her lethargic will was quick- 
ened as if a great cry went through her, and 
she struggled as one struggles with the night- 
mare, though no limb stirred. She knew per- 
fectly how very near she was to all the delight 
of freedom. One frank sentence, one word, 
one hint, and the unholy bondage would be 
speedily shattered — with the bodily frame of 
him who had imposed it. Yet there was little 
hope in her striving. The very effort seemed 
to make n\ore vivid that sensation of a jeering, 
dominant presence ; and suddenly her hand 
made an involuntary motion of withdrawal as 
though something hurt it. 

She closed her eyes for a minute, then rose 
with a bewildered air, and hurried from a 
conflict which was turning into torment her 
few remaining hours of self-deceitful happiness 
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Yet even while she did so, that happiness 
seemed to her unspeakably ghastly. She 
would have prayed if she could. 

Captain Hawksley had drawn no comfort 
from her puzzling changes of expression ; and 
her final action filled him with a desolate sense 
of rejection embittered by unkindness. Never- 
theless he assisted her to mount, and rode home- 
ward dutifully, though silently, by her side. 

As they neared Cypress Beach, she brightened 
rather perfunctorily, and said — 

" We make quite a Doresque picture — we 
and our long shadows, with these dead trees 
and cypresses." 

"A picture!" said he, politely rallying his 
attention. "Yes, I remember to have seen 
one of his engravings which is something like 
it : but the personages there were a lady and 
her champion journeying toward an enchanter's 
den." After a pause, he added, "There is 
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always, I suppose, some sort of truth at the 
bottom of these old myths." 

This platitude was uttered for lack of some- 
thing fresher or wiser: and he was surprised 
to see Jessica's face shine for an instant after- 
ward, as though a hope had flashed out of 
its tomb. 


CHAPTER VIII. 


'*ALL THE BLESSEDNESS OF SLEEP." 


The household at Cypress Beach dispersed 
eariier than usual that night. Jessica walked 
to her room, and sat down wearily. The 
enforced brightness of the evening had left 
her face, and an indefinable set look had 
come instead. It was as though her soul had 
been stolen. 

By and by she loosened and removed her 
shoes; then sank back in her chair, and sat 
quite still again. She heard all the human 
sounds of the house die away one by one. 
She saw the last reflected lamplight disappear 
from the lawn and the trees. She waited yet 
longer till sleep settled heavily upon Cypress 
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Beach. Then came the time which she had 
known all along would come. 

There was no signal to eye or ear, yet a 
hempen rope could not have drawn her more 
surely. She stepped, without volition, to the 
door, opened it cautiously, and passed silently 
through the halls down the old staircase, and 
out at the half-open front door. Turning aside 
ishe approached the dense shadow of a linden 
tree, doubly dark in that sparsely starlit night. 
A storm was racing up from the west with 
mutterings of thunder and flushes, rather than 
flashes, of lightning. 

Before she had quite passed under the tree, 
she felt her hand clasped ; but could neither 
shrink nor shudder as the deathly thrill crept 
up her nerves. Then Vamper's voice con- 
gratulated her on her promptness. She felt 
him draw her toward him — helpless, will-less, 
breathless. 
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He had spoken in a plainly audible voice, 
knowing that nothing short of shouting was 
likely to waken the sleepers within the house, 
and not knowing of any watcher outside. 

In almost instant response, a boyish voice 

at no great distance cried out, '*Aha, Fve 

got you now!" and Vamper started back as 

if expecting a shot. Jessica rushed toward 

the house. Almost in her pathway she descried 

a dim figure levelling a gun at her. " Prince ! " 

she shrieked: and simultaneously a flash of 

lightning from the now nearly overhanging 

storm threw them both into strong relief 

As soon as the crash and echoing of thunder 
ceased, the boy began — 

"Why, Cousin Jessie, why! Tm mighty 
glad I didn't fire. I didn't suspect it was 
you. Does your voice ever sound like a 
man s. I disremember Well ! " 

The last exclamation was caused by her 
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disappearance. She did not pause till she 
reached her own room, breathing like a hunted 
doe. A sense of unmerited shame fairly over- 
came her. Beyond this she was in a medley 
of emotions. Would Prince tell ? What would 
he tell ? Might it not be best if he did ? 
Exposure would be very dreadful ; but nothing 
could be so bad as this hovering of surely 
settling sin. Great vistas of deepening shade 
and multiplying terror stretched out into her 
future as she thought. Was there any white- 
ness of her soul, any innermost sanctuary of 
self, which might hope to escape desecration } 
With such uncannily deft and knowing hands 
(delighting in the work) to urge and drag, 
and snare and weary her poor disheartened, 
fitfully liberated, human will, who could say 
how or when the uncertain line might be 
passed which separates helpless yielding from 
measurably responsible volition. No backward 
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Steps then : no salvation ! She strove to kneel ; 
but she could not either in body or spirit. 
Did God really give over human souls to 
devils ? 

Her last thought, as she passed into a dis- 
ordered slumber, was that the throbbing in her 
finger (due perhaps to the day*s almost con- 
tinuous horseback exercise) was a demon-dance 
in the depths of the great flame-panting gem 
which she could not discard (for more than a 
conventional restraint was upon her how) — 
that gem which had brought down from a 
long dead past the message and the menace 
of an undying sin. 


CHAPTER IX. 


**GOOD AT NEED." 


Prince was puzzled and disquieted, but his 
faith in Jessica would not suffer him to sus- 
pect anything disgraceful or humiliating. He 
thought the matter over after the rain had 
driven him indoors ; and decided with pre- 
cocious considerations to keep silence, and to 
avoid anything which might even seem like 
watching her. There was more of affection 
and family pride than curiosity in Prince's 
composition. 

Meanwhile an equally devoted friend was 
(more wisely) bestirring herself in Jessica's 
cause. 


146 CYPRESS BEACH. 

Soon after dawn, the young lady heard a 
gentle tapping at her door, and the voice of 
Mammy Charlotte saying " Miss Jessie." 

" Come in, Mammy," was the languid 
response. 

Mammy Charlotte was certainly nearer to a 
comprehension of the case than any one else 
at Cypress Beach. Love had sharpened her 
perceptions, and Vamper (underrating mulatto 
acuteness) had taken no special pains to mask 
his proceedings from her. She had noticed 
Jessica's involuntary head-turnings and glances, 
and Yamper's expression of concentrated will 
and exultant half-smile. Indeed these last 
had seemed to recur even when Jessica was 
away on her afternoon ride, and the old nurse 
had been vastly relieved by the little ladys 
return — safe though clearly in an abnormal 
condition. Moreover, she had met her son 
John on the evening before, and had gleaned 
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no little terror from his vague, boastful hints 
of his " boss's " occult power. She had brooded 
over these thoughts at night, until, out of 
gloomy thoughts and dire traditions, an un- 
earthly figure reared itself in her imagination. 
It has borne many names in many lands. She 
called it — "Conjure.*' 

Her object that morning was to investigate 
the matter by a candid loving talk with her 
young mistress. As she entered, the first 
things she saw were Jessica's stockings stained 
with earth and blood, and torn where sharp 
sticks had pierced them in her hurried flight. 
Mammy Charlotte stooped with a low ex- 
clamation of dismay, and then raised them 
one at a time, shaking her head. For a 
moment there was utter horror in her mind. 
" Miss Jessie," was all she could say. 

The young girl, utterly unstrung, only 
covered her face moaning. This tended to 
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confirm Charlotte's worst fears ; but she drew 
near and laid her hand tenderly on the fine 
head with its wealth of tangled hair. " Honey," 
she asked, in a hushed, shaken voice, *' is it too 
late ? " 

Jessica shook her head. 

Mammy Charlotte breathed more freely. 

" No, thank de Lord, dat couldn't be. He 
wouldn't 'low no such dessiccation. But can't 
you tell me about it, hon' : I wants to help 
you." 

Jessica's bosom heaved ; her hands went 
down ; her face was contorted with effort ; a 
look of intense fright and despair came into 
her eyes ; and she gasped, "I — I 4:an^L 
Then she turned over with a changed expres- 
sion, saying peevishly, " There now, do leave 


>^ »» 


me. 


The old woman sighed, but passed out and 
busied herself in removing all traces of the 
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night's adventure. While doing so, she 
thought out several plans for relief. She 
could not bring herself to adopt any which 
would endanger Jessica s good name. 

When the latter came down to breakfast, 
she had need of all the inertia of past training 
and experience, to present a calm and con- 
ventional exterior. Almost the first words 
that she heard threatened trouble. 

As her cousin appeared, Captain Hawksley 
asked him with forced jocoseness : " Well, 
Prince, did you have any luck in your sport 
last night ? " 

She listened anxiously, hardly knowing what 
she wished. 

" No, sir," answered Prince, though with 
rather a conscious look, " I didn't get to shoot 
at 'em. This waiting in the rain for thieves is 
mighty indifferent fun. I shan't try it again, 
captain." 
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Jessica could not misunderstand the em- 
phasis laid on the last sentence, though he 
looked sedulously away from her ; and she felt 
grateful accordingly. There was even a cer- 
tain relief in the postponement of a crisis. 
Any conceivable outcome of the present com- 
plications was very dreadful. 

The rest of the party began to rally Prince 
on his newly developed dread of hardship. 
Jessica saw his easily kindled displeasure 
mounting to his eyes, and flushing to his 
cheek, and she had opened her lips to inter- 
fere when she saw her uncle sumnjoned to the 
door. Presently his hasty exclamation cut 
short a mumbled message ; and he came 
hastily travelling back with his heavy oscilla- 
ting tread. 

" I beg pardon for not waiting to see you off, 
Mr. Chauncey," said he, holding his hand. 
" But I have just been advised that one of my 
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finest horses is almost in the pangs of dissolu- 
tion. I trust you will make allowance for my 
scant politeness, lyhich is at the mercy of 
adverse circumstances." 

''Certainly! certainly!" replied Chauncey. 
" Don't let me detain you a minute. You may 
be in time to save the poor brute." 

"Is it possible that you are going to leave 
us ?" said Jessica to Chauncey. 

" I must," he answered ; " that official quill of 
mine trembles in the balance." 

'* Those public moneys !" exclaimed Vamper, 
clasping his hands with an affectation of 
rapture, '* Let us officiate. Let us deplete." 

The words were unpleasantly meant, for 
Ishmael had acquired a supplemental hostility 
to the spruce young fellow who so easily out- 
shone him in several directions. Moreover, he 
could read through Robert Chauncey's easy 
indifference of manner; and the contempt 
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which grew out of a refined taste somehow 
came home to him a little more nearly than the 
contempt which grew out of honour or man- 
hood. 

Chauncey ate on composedly, but with a 
perceptible line of vexation between the eyes. 
Jessica hastened to say her few gracious words 
of regret ; but rather lamely, for she was not at 
all sure that she wished him to stay. She 
hardly knew what she wished about anything 
or anybody. 

Robert Chauncey, on his part, felt that life at 
Cypress Beach had become insupportable. It 
was bitter to think that he left no void behind ; 
bitterer still to see his most dangerous rival left 
in full possession of the field (for Vamper did 
not count) ; yet nothing would be gained by 
remaining. Indeed, his best hope lay in some 
possible opportunity to show Jessica that there 
were capabilities in him which she could not 
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contemn and might be proud of. But he saw 
no chance to distinguish himself in Accomac. 

He was very willing to part from the other 
men. Even if they had not been rivals, he 
never could have liked Captain Hawksley. 
All mobile temperaments find something re- 
pellant in these persistent, statuesque natures 
which are sure to be ten years hence just what 
they were ten years ago, and which are forever 
certain of being exactly in the right. Th^ 
man's enthusiasms were such as Chauncey could 
not share in any degree ; and he stood aghast 
before such unrelenting earnestness of purpose 
and preposterous recalcitrancy of aim. They 
were as incomprehensible as Roger Armstrong's 
sudden transitions from barbaric roaring to 
truest courtesy ; or Ishmael Vamper s inhuman 
selfishness and grotesque love of evil. Robert 
Chauncey was going back to those whom he 
^(?«/^ understand, and who could understand him. 

VOL. I. II 


CHAPTER X. 


"ST. MICHAEL AND THE DRAGON." 


As Mr. Armstrong - placed his foot on the 
step of the buggy, he heard his name called; 
and turned, to see Mammy Charlotte making 

f 

toward him rheumatically. 

" Zounds and death, woman J*' he exclaimed, 
in a fury of impatience; " What do you want?" 

She saw his unfitness to hear ; but her need 
was urgent. Struggling hard with the necessity 
for conciseness, the pains in her back and 
limbs, and her shortness of breath, she began 
confusedly — 

*' Marse Roger — I want — tell you — Mr. 
Vampire — 


n 
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"Hang Mr. Vamper!" he replied, beginning 
to climb. 

But she persisted : " Marse Roger 'ndeed " 

''Must you tell me now, Charlotte?" he 
cried, with a queer hopelessness of tone. 

"Indeed-- — " 

" Then in with you ! — in with you .and tell 
me as we go," he exclaimed, fairly hustling her 
into the vehicle as he spoke, and clambering 
rapidly after. They drove off at a surprising 
rate of speed. He was in one of his instan- 
taneous moods (which almost always had some 
sort of relation to his sacred horseiflesh), and; 
nothing but lightning would satisfy him. 

This was very disconcerting to Mammy 
Charlotte's plans. She had determined to 
guard Miss Jessie night and day, and now; 
every moment whirled her farther and farther 
from Cypress Beach. 

" Marse Roger," she petitioned, as soon as^ 
she could ; " I wish you'd let me 'light." 
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" By Zines, Charlotte," he replied, excitedly, 
" I can't stop now. But what did you want to 
tell me ? " 

She hesitated a moment, fearing to say too 
much ; then spoke out boldly — 

" Marse Roger, I wish Mr. Vampire would 
go away." 

« Good Lord, so do I ! Is that all } " 

*' Then why don't you send him away, Marse 
Roger?" — feeling at the same time that she 
was taking a prodigious liberty. 

He looked at her as if she were about to be 
transformed. 

" Well ! '' said he. 

After a while he asked gravely — 

" Did you ever know of anybody being sent 
away from Cypress Beach ? Do you think 
that would be hospitable, Charlotte ? " 

" I don't believe in no hospitality to a dessic- 
cation," she answered, doggedly. 
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" A what ? " asked he, forgetting in his 
amusement all about the dying horse, but still 
driving on, mechanically, like Jehu. 

" A dessiccation, sir," she replied ; " there 
didn't ought to be no conjure in Cypress Beach, 
Marse Roger." 

He leaned back in his seat and laughed long 
and loudly, with a world of side-shaking, and an 
occasional interjected " Good Lord ! " or " Zines 
and death ! " At last he commanded himself 
sufficiently to say — 

" The desecration will be terminated soon, 
Charlotte. He will leave us in a day or two — 
your conjurer!" 

Here he broke down again in a fit of laughter 
at the delusion of this patient retainer, whose 
faith was not a whit shaken by his ridicule. 

His mirth and her captivity ended suddenly. 
One of the buggy wheels, which had long been 
rickety, gave way with a crash, and after a few 
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seconds of pitching and dragging, both the 
occupants of the vehicle found themselves in 
the road. Mr. Armstrong s hands still held the 
reins, anchoring the horse securely. As usual, 
he was not much damaged, owing to the so- 
lidity of his frame, his firmness of muscular 
texture, and his full cushioning of softer mate- 
rial. Charlotte, who struck upon him (thank- 
fully) as she fell, declared afterward that she 
did not feel a bone. 

'* This," he remarked, sitting bolt upright like 
^ Japanese idol, " is a most untoward incident" 
- No; one contradicting the oracle, he con- 
tinued — 

• ** Thait whfeel has been very bad for a long 
time, but it is a most indifferent article now." 

His companion gazed at it ruefully without a 
word as she stood rubbing herself. 

" Charlotte ! " he called to her as if suddenly 
waking, and in a tone that made her start, 
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*'run up to Mason's house yonder — d'you hear 
—and tell him to come down and help me." 

The overseer s house referred to was fully i 
quarter of a mile up a side-road leading to the 
river ; so some time passed before she delivered 
her message. Then she rested a little and 
reflected. Should she hobble wearily back to 
the biiggy and await its very doubtful return^ 
with only a choice between subsequent capri- 
cious abduction and an interminable homeward 
journey down the road on foot ? She could 
render no real assistance to " Marse Roger," 
and was quite in despair of obtaining any help 
from him without disclosing what must be kept 
secret for " Miss Jessie's " sake. The very 
thought of that loved name and its OAvner's 
peril drove her, like an external impulsion, 
instantly into what she had been dimly fore- 
seeing and moaning over for at least ten 
minutes — a painful cross-country tramp to the 
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head of the cove at Cypress Beach. The un- 
usual exercise over the rough fields racked her 
joints unspeakably ; but she held up and kept 
on. 

At last, when the cove was nearly reached, 
she could go no further. She saw two figures 
come out of the house and move down toward 
a boat. In the taller she recognized Captain 
Hawksley, in the other Mf. Chauncey. She 
understood that the Virginian's courtesy had 
led him (in Mr. Armstrong s absence) to escort 
his rival to the steamboat (with no sense of the 
irony involved in that service) ; and that an 
easily-guessed influence had prevented Jessica 
from accompanying them. " Marse Roger " 
stranded far away, the visitors just departing, 
herself exhausted in the field, nobody at home 
for at least the next half-hour except the " con- 
jurer " and his victim ! Mammy Charlotte 
gasped and chilled as her mind ran over the 
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facts which made up the situation. Then new 
life came to her limbs, and she hurried over the 
remaining space. Chauncey had just taken his 
seat in the boat, and Hawksley was about to 
step in after him, when she caught the latter by 
his sleeve with the single breathless imploring 
word — 

" Don't ! " 

He turned to see who obstructed him, and 
when he found that it was a negress, shook off 
her hand as if it had been pollution. Then the 
intense solicitude of her face, and the thought 
that after all she was Miss Armstrong's old- 
time nurse, made him ask with some little 
unbending — 

" What is the matter, my good woman ? " 

The captain was not altogether a favourite 
with Charlotte. She was very ready to admit 
the claims of the dominant caste, especially 
of the "quality;" but she thought that they 
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should be assumed as inherent in the nature of 
things, and requiring no more assertion or even 
perception than the act of breathing. That 
was Marse Roger's habitual attitude in his 
relations with the coloured people. Now Cap- 
tain Hawksley either arrogated or conde- 
scended, and this made the recognition of 
divine right more difficult. But at present she 
could think only of succour for her young mis- 
tress, so she uttered desperately and piteously 
the words—" Miss Jessie wants you, sir." 

The woman's hysterical excitement almost 
defeated itself. Captain Hawksley looked 
doubtfully at her, and asked— 

" Are you sure ? It is only a few moments 
since we left her." 

But Charlotte urged — 

" Do go, sir. Dont wait, sir ! Do go ! " 
and sank dizzily down, still pointing toward 
the house. 
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Hawksley began to surmise that something 
must be really wrong ; but he hesitated to 
abandon his companion. The latter, stung 
by what he thought Jessica's indelicate indi- 
cation of preference at the very instant of 
his own departure, and blinded by jealousy 
to all else, struck in ironically — 

" Oh, don't mind me ! For heaven's sake 
don t keep the young lady waiting. Pull off, 
Noah ! " 

. Before the captain could get ready his 
retort, the boat was several lengths from the 
shore, and still speeding outward. Too digni- 
fied to call after it, but swelling with wrath 
which must have an outlet, Hawksley wheeled, 
as if on parade, and strode rapidly toward 
the house. On the way an uncomfortable 
sensation, as though something shadowy and 
rnalignant lay in wait for him, came into his 
mind. 
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The course he took brought him to the 
crest of a little mound which afforded a view 
of the interior of the secluded library. His 
first glance into the latter brought him to a 
standstill. He saw two heads bent slightly 
away from him, the feminine one in a passive, 
listening attitude. Was he the spectator of 
a secret lovers interview ? — and one party to 
it the very woman whom he loved ! Decidedly 
he must call out Vamper that afternoon ; yet 
he could not stand there playing the spy. 
But as he was about to withdraw, old Char- 
lotte's words, " Miss Jessie wants you," came 
back to him with a new meaning ; and he 
paused irresolutely to look again. 

There certainly did seem to be something 
constrained in the young lady's attitude. And 
that — was it an effort for freedom } — a last, 
all-but powerless effort to fly from some 
shocking utterance or imminent peril ! Then 
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he saw Vamper's hand moving over her brow 
in slow passes ; and her form relaxed and 
sank back as if into soundest slumber. 

Captain Hawksley had had too wide an 
experience of the world not to know the reality 
of the mesmeric power, and the sinister mean- 
ing of the phenomena he had just witnessed. 
For a moment his heart swelled, his eyes 
dilated, and he gasped. Then his hand flew 
to his pistol-pocket. It was empty ; the 
weapon perhaps having fallen out as he as- 
cended the hill. There was no time to look 
for it now. He vastly preferred fighting by 
machinery, as being at once more . gentlemanly 
and more deadly ; but he could make formid- 
able use of his bare hands when necessity 
arose. He sprang forward with swift, silent 
strides over the thick sod, and vaulted heavily 
in through the open window, alighting just 
behind Vamper, as the latter bent, gloating. 
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Captain Hawksleys momentum made it 
impossible for him to gain instantly a firm 
footing or strike a decisive blow ; and before 
he could recover himself Vamper rallied for 
defence. The two men faced one another 
with all the wild beast which underlies human 
nature glaring out of both ; but in one it was 
the mountain panther, in the other the vile 
hyena. Vamper was no very unequal anta- 
gonist, however. Though perfectly capable of 
shirking any danger which could be shirked, 
he had the courage and alertness of a demon. 
If Hawksley had entered with deadly weapons, 
Vamper would have faced him empty handed 
without flinching — always supposing that there 
was no hope of escape by supplication and 
abasement Chance had brought them to- 
gether unarmed, and he was prepared to fight 
it put with cynical vigilance and audacity, 
confident in his skill as a boxer. 


''ST. MICHAEL AND THE DRAGON r 167 

At the first onset Hawksley found his rapid 
blows turned successively aside, and received 
m return a swift, stinging upward stroke which 
almost carried him off his feet. Then, fairly 
possessed by fury, he dashed in upon Vamper 
regardless of injury, drove him bodily into 
the hall, and grappled him by the throat with 
both hands. Vamper, game to the last, 
clutclied back with his left hand as best he 
could, and beat vehemently with his right 
fist on Hawksley's face, every blow leaving 
a disfiguring mark. Nevertheless he would 
surely have been strangled had not Mr. Arm- 
strong reappeared to save him. 

The contestants had scarcely heard their 
host's astounded "Zounds and death, gentle- 
men, this is disrespectful to my hospitality ! " 
before they found themselves wrenched apart 
as by a cyclone. The homily went on, he 
standing between them — 
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"This house has never been characterized 
as a lunatic asylum. If gentlemen must quar- 
rel, there is such a thing as the satisfaction 
customarily recognized." 

" I agree with you, sir," replied Captain 
Hawksley, stepping back to get clear of 
Rogers peace-preserving grasp, and holding 
himself with dignity, in spite of his damaged 
face. He added, " I beg your pardon, sir." 

The older man, seeing whither his hasty 
language tended, looked uncomfortable, and 
exclaimed : " Oh, I didn't mean to suggest that 
exactly, either. It isn't every passionate act 
that calls for the deprivation of life. But 
fisticuffs, and in the presence of a lady " 

" I regyard that matter just as you do, my 
dear sir," interrupted the captain. 

" Then * let us have peace.* Let us pacifi- 
cate," proposed Vamper, extending his hand 
with a grimace. 
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** I will not disguise the fact that the same 
world cannot hold us both," replied Hawksley, 
with folded arms. 

"How I shall lament your departure! When 
will you suicide ? " sneered Vamper. 

Hawksley made no reply. He had deter- 
mined on a line of action which should be more 
effectual than any words. 

Roger Armstrong looked from one of them 
to the other, and then in toward the girl, who 
still remained so strangely motionless. " What 
does all this mean ? " he demanded in a voice 
of rising suspicion. 

For a few moments nobody answered. His 
bewilderment was growing strangely pathetic. 

« 

It seemed as though that sunny, wholesome 
human world wherein he abode had been at 
last invaded by a breath, a more than menacing 
whisper, from some subtler, less palpable con- 
dition of being (long enmeshed, unsuspected, 
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with his own), which his nature forbade him 
to explore. 

He moved like one with the dumb ague, 
and repeated his question in a suppressed 
voice. 

Captain Hawksley loved truth as he loved 
honour ; but to shield a woman's reputation — - 
and that necessity was most intimately brought 
home to him now. Anything like an accurate 
explanation would call forth such an outbreak 
of Armstrong's wrath as would din the story 
into the ears of all within reach. It would 
travel from Smiling Susan, already airing her 
inseparable mirth around a corner, to the whole 
neighbourhood of servants and their em- 
. ployers. Nor would it be possible to confine 
rumour to the mere facts. Dangers happily, or 
at least measurably past, would become actual 
triumphs of evil in the convictions of every 
gossip. Jessica would be at best an object of 
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most disparaging pity. The thing was not to 
be borne. Before the inquiry could be a second 
time repeated, he answered with all rigid as- 
surance, and quite unable to blush through his 
blood — 

"It is a very simple matter, my dear sir. 
Mr. Vamper and myself regyard one another's 
political opinions unfavourably. We exchanged 
views ; and somewhat more — as you saw. 
Miss Armstrong may have come in during the 
altercation, and fainted." 

" Zounds and death, so she has ! " exclaimed 
the old gentleman, hurrying toward her. Then 
he turned and rushed to another room for 
water. 

As he passed out Hawksley and Vamper 
exchanged glances. That of the former spoke 
deadly menace ; that of the latter, satirical 
defiance. They seemed, however, to agree 
on one point In pursuance of that agreement 
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Vamper took one of Jessica's hands in his left, 
and with his right made certain passes for 
rousing the mesmeric sleeper. He stopped as 
her uncle's step approached ; but she was 
already opening her eyes. 

'* Ah, chafing her hands ! " exclaimed Mr. 
Armstrong ; " that's right, gentlemen. Let 
me get there to sprinkle her." 

But Jessica struggled up to a sitting posture, 
and put the water aside with her free hand, 
saying feebly, " Never mind, uncie, I'm better 
now." 

Vamper then released her other hand. 
Hawksley, watching him, fancied that The 
Lady s Ring, which she wore thereon, emitted 
a faint flash or glimmer of light. It was an 
odd apparition for a sane man to behold, but 
one who has been vehemently pounded about 
the optic nerves may see almost anything. 

As soon as Mammy Charlotte came on the 
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scene, the captain resigned to her his post 
beside Jessica, with a word and a glance of 
warning which were not thrown away. Then 
he announced that he should leave at once for 
Nodaway. Mr. Armstrong, finding him re- 
solved, offered to drive him thither, but this 
was declined, Hawksley wishing to avoid 
further inquiries. 

** It is no fault of mine that you have quar- 
relled and will not remain," protested his host 
with a wounded air as they parted at the gate. 

" My dear sir, I know that," answered 
Hawksley ; " Tm coming back when that 
fellow is out of the way." 

" He will go soon," said Mr. Armstrong. 

" Can't you induce him to abridge even 
that ? *' asked the captain, feeling that he was 
giving Vamper a last chance. 

Roger Armstrong looked puzzled and trou- 
bled. 
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" I have hinted as far as decency would 
allow. I cannot well do more. Now can I ? " 

"No, sir," assented Captain Hawksley; "but 
perhaps there may be a providential interpo- 
sition. Meanwhile, I think it would benefit 
your niece if you were to take her out for a 
drive this afternoon. Nothing so good as 
fresh air, sunlight, and exercise for one who is 
disposed to be delicate." 


CHAPTER XL 


"WHO CARES FOR NOTHING ALONE IS FREE." 


Vamper was cordially dissatisfied. Thwarting 
had followed thwarting, and now his secret was 
known to at least one man whose very silence 
was deadly. He must leave the neighbour- 
hood, and that soon, or remain forever. 
Should he leave it, alone ? 

He thought these things over elaborately, 
as he sat after dinner under a great drooping 
willow, near the house, with an eye for every 
cover whence, a rifle ball could come. His 
view commanded a considerable reach of road, 
down which Jessica and her uncle were driving. 
A single approaching horseman passed them 
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with a rather formal salute. Vamper saw the 
carriage halt soon after and Mr. Armstrong 
peer out backward, as though half inclined 
to return* But either his own inertia or his 
companion's remonstrance overcame this ten- 
dency, and they drove on again. Then the 
watcher's attention was drawn oilce mofe to 
the horseman, who came steadily nearer. 

At first Vamper meditated withdrawing to 
the house, but on seeing that the new comer 
was small and not very truculent looking, 
he concluded to stand his ground. The little 
man dismounted at the gate, and walked 
jauntily up to him, saying — 

" I believe I have not had the honour, sir, 
of meeting you befo\ Permit me to introduce 
myself as Lieutenant White, of the Con- 
federate army." 

Vamper looked at him with impertinent 
quizzicalness. 
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"Jess SO — o!" said he, drawling; "and yet 
your colours are hardly subdued enough for 
that." 

The dapper lieutenant, who had rather 
over attired himself for this interview, flushed 
angrily, and said — 

" I did not come here to qua'U with a 
Yankee, sir. Captain Hawksley, sir, has seen 
fit to treat you as a gentleman, sir, and as 
an equal, sir ; and if you*ll be kyind enough, 
sir, to indicate your friend we will settle this 
matter befo* long, sir. But your kyard would 
not be considered by me, sir." 

When the little lieutenant's dignity rose 
in wrath, the " sirs " came as fast as the black 
motes from a pepper box. Vamper enjoyed 
the scene hugely. 

" Now, you don't say ! " he drawled in reply. 

" Please name your friend," cried the other, 
stamping his little foot. 


178 CYPRESS BEACH. 

" Friend ? friend ? " drawled Vamper, as 
if trying to recall some forgotten term. ** Ah, 
yes. Ahem ! — * friend, an extinct species sup- 
posed to have passed away with the mastodon 
and the dodo.* Ahem — dictionary." 

" Have you nothing more to the purpose 
to say than that?" asked the lieutenant, 
fuming, as he drew an envelope from an inner 
pocket. " I have come to bring this, in the 
capacity of Captain Hawksley's friend, and " 

"Are you really di friend f — Captain Hawks- 
ley's friend } " interrupted Vamper, with the 
air of one who inquires about a questionable 
monstrosity. 

" I have that honour, sir," replied the lieu- 
tenant. 

Vamper walked first to the right, then to the 
left, as if to see all sides of this phenomenon. 

" Well, well," commented he, meditatively, 
" Does he take* good care of you ? Where 
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does he keep you ? Do you think, now, he 
would sell you out to me at a fair valuation ? 
Perhaps you might get better fodder than 
he seems to have given you," 

The military man flared out at this, "You 
are a liar, sir," he cried in all his inches. 

" Good Lord ! " laughed Vamper, mockingly, 
'* Have you just found that out ? " 

White continued, bewildered by this admis- 
sion, " And I suspect that you are also a 
coward, sir." 

"Not a doubt of it ! " assented Vamper, 
airily ; " likewise a scoundrel and a villain, 
a four-footed reprobate, and a pattern bed-quilt 
with the measles. Anything that suits! Let 
us specify iniquities ! Let us catalogue ! " 

The lieutenant looked at him almost with 
alarm, saying inwardly, " I don't thank Hawks- 
ley for sending me to a lunatic." He thrust 
the envelope silently into Vamper's hand. 
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Ishmael raised it to his nose, sniffed at itj 
and lowered it with a disgusted air. Then 
he gingerly extracted and read the letter. It 
concluded as follows : 

" No doubt you will consider anything invol- 
ving personal risk a relick of barbarism not 
to be countenanced by your example ; but 
perhaps your valour may be stimulated by 
the assurance that if you do not meet me this 
afternoon I shall assuredly shoot you down 
on sight — and that within twenty-four hours. 
" I have the honour to be, 

"Very respectfully, 

"Your obedient servant, 

"Archer Hawksley.'* 

It is due to the captain to say that he had 
never before inserted a threat in a request 
for " satisfaction." His good taste revolted 
from anything like compulsion in such matters. 
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But the present document (based on his know- 
ledge of Vamper) was meant rather as a fair 
warning than as a preliminary to the duello. 

Vamper read it through ; and then looked 
up, showing the decorous face of a gentleman 
with a grievance. 

** And you seriously ask me to meet on 
equal terms an illiterate fellow like that ? " 
he demanded, with a touch of* querulous 
indignation, 

" Illiterate ! " exclaimed the matter-of-fact 
lieutenant 

" Yes," pursued Vamper, in the manner 
of an expounder, ** What else can one call 
a man who spells relic with a k and valoK 
with an »? Would you have me match my 
chivalry against a pretender who cannot even 
spell honor aright ? — Perish the base thought ! ** 

The lieutenant saw that he was laughed at ; 
but felt like ending the interview on any terms. 
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" Then your answer is — * No/ " suggested 
he, mildly. 

Vamper drew himself up with a mock lordly 
air, and said — "My answer is that whenever 
Captain Hawksley learns enough about honor 
or valor to spell it, I will consider any com- 
munication which he may make." 

Then dropping to the dejected air of one 
overwhelmed by a sudden revelation of human 
depravity, he added — 

" Lord bless me, the fellow would spell 
chivalry with an ^ ! " 

Lieutenant White turned his back on Vamper 
and walked stiffly away. Ishmael made 
monkey faces after him for half a minute : then 
called loudly — " I say ! " There was no answer. 
He called again, "O 'oo. White!" Stfll no 
answer. Then he shouted suddenly, "There's a 
wasp on your breeches.** 

Even military dignity was not proof against 
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this attack. The lieutenant leaped in some' 
thing very like a panic; and then began a series 
of twistings, slappings, searchings, and curvet- 
ings which infinitely diverted his chief spectator 
and made all the circus-loving little negroes in 
the neighbourhood yell with delight At last 
he stopped, andi looking back at Vamper's 
solemnly sympathetic face, asked fiercely : 
** What do you mean ? — you lunatic /" 

Vamper replied, as if calmly summarizing an 
anecdote — ^'The moral of which is— 'never 
believe a liar*!" 

The lieutenant cast a vindictive and scorn- 
ful glance behind him, and walked off to his 
horse. 

Not long after he reappeared before his 
principal, who sat decorously, but with a badly 
bruised face, in a room of the Nodaway Hotel. 

" I wash my hands of the affair," exclaimed 
White, excitedly* "I never was so bedeviled in 
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my life. On my soul, I believe you are as 
crazy as he is. I never heard of such conduct 
befo'." 

** Take a glass of whiskey to settle your 
nerves," suggested Hawksley, calmly, though 
inwardly he was shaking with natural human 
amusement over the discomfiture of his friend. 

After refreshment, White was able to relate 
his woes. 

" Well, for one thing, he refuses to receive 
any communication that isn't spelled to suit 
him. He says you must send him a letter 
that spells relic without a k. Great Heaven ! 
was there ever such a reason for declining a 
challenge ?" 

'' rU send him something better than that," 
answered Hawksley, smiling affably, but with 
a distortion due to sore muscles. 

**You wouldn't shoot a lunatic!" protested 
White. 
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" There's more method in his madness than 
you know of. May I borrow your horse ? " 

" Certainly." 

As they were about separating on the 
outskirts of the village a few minutes later, 
Hawksley, feeling that he had not been duly 
sympathetic, said with friendly concern — 

" I am exceedingly sorry that your kind 
service to me proved so unpleasant to you." 

Then, while listening to the other's polite 
reassuring phrases, he incidentally drew his 
new revolver and examined its loaded chambers 
one by one. This shooting at a man, was, after 
all, different from target practice. There was 
far more need to make no mistakes. 

He rode to within half a mile of Jessica's 
home; then turned into a part of the woods, 
dismounted, removed his saddle and bridle, and 
tethered his horse so that the latter could feed 
comfortably. Secrecy would be of more avail 
VOL. I. 13 
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than open approach, both for guarding Jessica 
and for his other purpose. 

He approached the house from a number of 
points ; under cover, as if stalking a deer. He 
saw Jessica and her uncle return from their 
drive ; he saw them sit down together to their 
supper ; he saw Mammy Charlotte return from 
some expedition and go up with Jessica to her 
room, evidently as a guard ; but he did not see 
anything of Ishmael Vamper. He conjectured, 
rightly, that the latter had left the house and 
gone into hiding ; but this was only a further 
reason for vigilance. 

Captain Hawksley resolved not to relax his 
for a moment As the darkness settled down, 
he drew nearer and nearer to the house, pacing 
about it as noiselessly as the spectral lady of 
the legend, whom he half fancied at times that 
he could catch glimpses of, down by the leaden 
gleam of the water. When the moon rose, he 
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took post under the linden tree, where, com- 
pletely hidden, he could watch his lady love s 
darkened windows, and see that no harm came 
near her. When daylight came he withdrew 
to the edge of the woods. Then he remem- 
bered that It was the day of rest. 

The sun rose ; breakfast time came and 
went; the great family carriage was brought 
round to the steps; Mr. Armstrong and Jessica 
descended them and entered it ; far away a bell 
was sounding dreamily. " She will be safe in 
church," thought Hawksley. 

The loss of food and sleep had told upon him 
far more than in his campaigning days. He did 
not feel quite sure of his aim that morning, and 
after all he would rather not shoot the fellow 
on Sunday. It might be a good deed, but he 
doubted whether it were not breaking the 
Sabbath. So he saddled his horse and rode 
sedately back to Nodaway. 


CHAPTER XII. 


"I CAN CALL SPIRITS." 


On Saturday afternoon, after Mammy Char- 
lotte had seen Jessica and Mr. Armstrong 
drive away, her love had taken counsel of 
superstition, and the latter sent her to "old 
Nance" of the Big Cypresses. 

The place was enough to raise the spirits of 
doubt and dread, if no others. A long rib-like 
bit of land ran down between a narrow inlet, 
choked with broad-padded water-plants, and 
the narrow Stygian river. The abnormal and 
funereal, yet graceful foliage overhead brought 
about a premature twilight, which had lower 
down its. dismal elements in the shadowy fluted 
boles, the distorted protuberant knees, the 
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weighted vines and less definable distant 
shapes. There were no near sounds, except 
the slow flap of the bittern passing down the 
stream, the singing and croaking of the frogs 
which already scented evening, and now and 
then the startled cry of the black duck, as she 
rose from the shallow water to escape some 
fancied danger. 

The negress who had wisely made this 
suggestive spot her home belonged to a class 
not wholly unknown even in our cities. Like 
the Norseman of the dark ages, the African- 
American sometimes worships alternately 
the new god and the old. However con- 
fident he may be of "saving grace," there is 
always a chance that the next stress of weather 
will strand him on the hidden and slowly 
crumbling reefs of fetichism. Possibly he has 
more excuse therefor, than we are willing to 
allow. We laugh at the priests and victims of 
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" conjure" in their frequently recurring police- 
court adventures ; yet, perhaps, a patient sifting 
might find in their pretensions and experiences 
something worthy of study — some hint of 
strange natural secrets, blundered upon long 
ago, and traditionally preserved — some indica- 
tion of real powers which, being very unusual, 
seem unearthly. 

While Charlotte was hovering in the edge of 
the gloom half minded to return, the old crone 
whom she had in mind stepped out so swiftly 
from behind a large tree that she brought a 
terror with her. 

" Te he ! " laughed she. ^^Afeardy is ye ? 
'Feard o' ole Nance ! Why chile / won* hurt 
ye — S long 's ye 'have yerselfr 

This qualification did not help Charlotte to 
rally her wits. The uncanny thing went on — 

" I know'd ye was a comin' ; I know*d it sho' 
'nufif. Needn't tell me nuffin*. I done got 
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ready fo' ye. See dem conjure roots ? Tell 
me 'bout conjure 't Cypress Beach ! Sho* 
Charlotte ! — dere's bigger conjure yere. But 
ye mus' pay me, honey, y hear? — old Nance 
mus' live." 

This preliminary settled, the incantations 
began. Not far behind the pile of conjuring 
materials, was an artfully located pyre, over 
which hung a clumsy representative of the tra- 
ditional witch caldron, with crude yet effective 
accessories. She lighted the fire, and there- 
after followed great parade of marching, chant- 
ing, crooning, and ungainly posturing. As the 
steam rose and thickened, she tossed one after 
another of her "conjure roots" and magical 
herbs into the pot, and watched wreath after 
wreath swell into vague form and float away. 
At last there came one which resembled a 
human form. As it mounted and melted, she 
cried in delight — 
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"Dar! Dar! He's gone! Bress de Lor*! 
Ye may go home, Charlotte, soon's ye like. 
Ye won* fin* Aim dere." 

" But won't he come back ? '* asked Charlotte. 

" No, honey, not 'f ye do 's I tell ye. Take 
dis yar cypress stick an* measure ofe a piece 's 
long 's Miss Jessie's foot — measure ofe on her 
foot at daylight, d ye hear — an' bury it deep, 
chile — an' he won't come back no mo' till dat 
stick's dried up — sho' ! " 

On returning to Cypress Beach, Mammy 
Charlotte was not at all surprised to find that 
Vamper had departed about the time of the 
mummery under the Big Cypresses. She had 
no theory in the matter except " conjure '* ; and 
perhaps it is hardly necessary to seek for a 
better. Equally odd coincidences happen every 
day. 

She slept in Jessica's chamber that night ; 
her dimly realized turbanned presence making 
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the jaded girl dream on cheerily amid old 
childish trifles and pleasures. Charlotte had 
observed her overstrained, sodden, yet alarm- 
ingly expectant look before retiring — and had 
thought of the bitter counsel given by Job's 
wife. It was the look of a soul beyond dread, 
as beyond hope ; a soul that had neither a life 
nor a God. But as the old nurse bent over the 
sleeper in the soft summer dawn, she wept 
silently, praising Him for sending His angels 
in the night watches to make her darling*s face 
beautiful again. 

Then she bared the soft, shapely, but rather 
plump foot — still showing on the delicate-veined 
skin the marks of its evil tryst — and made most 
devoutly her magical measure; all the time 
unconscious that from the one root of religion 
two very different growths were burgeoning in 
her soul. 

After breakfast (with some sabbatical twinges 
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of conscience) she cut off the marked portion of 
the stick ; but she thought it safer to defer the 
burial until Jessica had actually set off for 
church. Her search for a satisfactory spot was 
not immediately successful. In one spot she 
found the ground too hard ; in another, too 
liable to tillage; in a third, her proceedings 
were more open to espial ; in a fourth, there was 
great danger from rooting swine. Thus her 
quest came to resemble that of Judas's soul 
in the ballad, as it vainly sought a place to 
cast its grotesque burden, abhorred of all the 
elements. 

At last she strayed off to the woods beyond 
the road, and bestowed her burden beneath the 
roots of a ragged towering sycamore. It was a 
very safe and secret nook ; and she felt vastly 
confident in her newly-acquired supernatural 
aid. She argued that there would be no 
danger in going to her own little church, then 
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just " taking in," to thank the Lord and " shout " 
mildly. 

But Jessica had not gone to Nodaway. Be- 
fore riding far, a deadly faintness had come 
over her. " Uncle, please drive back," was all 
that she could say. 

He did so, wondering. 

" Don't you feel well, my dear ? Shall I 
remain with you ? " he asked, as they drove up 
to the steps. 

She shook her head (in a strangely mechani- 
cal manner which he did not notice), and he 
helped her into the house. 

Then he remembered that he was great in 
church as well as in State, and that his duties 
as warden must not be neglected. 

"Well, Jessie, if you really don't require 

my assistance ; but pray be careful, dear '' 

and he hurried heavily away with an uncertain 
air. 


CHAPTER XIII. 


« 


ONE TOUCH TO HER HAND AND ONE WORD IN 

HER EAR." 


Jessica had sat for some time under the shadow 
of another will before she heard the voice or 
saw the face to which it belonged* Yet she 
knew, desolately, that they must be very near. 

At last Vamper sauntered in and took her 
hand. Perhaps it was only the pain of his 
rough grasp, but The Lady s Ring seemed to 
burn like hot metal. 

" Come, Jessica," said he, in his grotesque 
way, " let us elope ! let us abscond ! let us do 
a little daylight flitting ! " 

She went with him like one walking in her 
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sleep. At the porch Smiling Susan met them 
with her everlasting grin. At the gate they 
passed the bronze funereal countenance of 
Noah. 

Jessica climbed unassisted into the buggy 
which was waiting there, and Vamper followed 
lightly. He drove off in a rattling pace, cross- 
ing the river at the first ferry, and penetrated 
the adjoining county of Maryland. He was at 
no pains to conceal their movements, taking 
special delight in the thought that he could 
inflict open shame and poignant distress alike 
on the man who was seeking his life, and upon 
him who had twice saved it. 

During this strange drive Jessica never spoke 
nor looked toward him except when compelled 
by his will. His pleasure in such compulsion 
was enhanced by the knowledge that her help- 
less acquiescence covered what would be 
loathing, if set free. The chief drawback to 
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his enjoyment was the necessity of watching 
both the road behind and the recalcitrant black 
horse, to whose services he had helped himself. 
Thus far the latter had gone off obligingly in a 
lordly and most rapid stride, but who could tell 
when the balky demon would take possession 
of him. 

. "Our friend, the Keeaptain," suggested 
Vamper, pleasantly, " is lamenting by this time. 
Yea, he maketh woe. Poor Keeaptain ! But, 
Jessica, we will good-Samaritanize him ; we 
will send him a lively darkey for pistol prac- 
tice, and he can go on spelling his honor with 
an u. Or shall I send him Jessica when her 
Ishmael wearies of home seclusion and groweth 
pervasive? Could she be happy without her 
Vamper ? Could she joy } Could her Mammy's 

* honey' disport herself.'*-^ Get on, you brute!" 

The great black horse, with his ears thrown 
back and his limbs suddenly petrified, looked 
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as though he would be delighted to return the 
compliment with well-shod emphasis. Vamper 
might be pardoned for fancying him possessed 
by a hostile intelligence, willing to humour his 
rider just far enough to thwart beyond recovery. 
All around them now were evidences of rural 
thrift — clean fence- rows, perfectly ordered fields, 
sleek cattle, and shady antique farmhouses. 
Just in front, where the road turned, was a 
plain Quaker meeting-house, which showed the 
struggle of the preservative instincts of the 

« 

people against a hundred and fifty not easily 
baffled years. Its site was still held under the 
original royal grant, and its worshippers had 
changed very little since the primitive days of 
their faith. They were at prayer now, in perfect 
silence, which perhaps accounted for Negro's 
suspicion and repugnance. He had rarely 
travelled in this direction ; and a religion which 
neither shouted nor chanted may well have 
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seemed to him something abnormal — some- 
thing not lightly to be approached on a Sunday 
afternoon. 

Vamper grew more and more wrathful. 
Words, however grossly spiced, had simply no 
effect. The brute would certainly cause his 
capture— ^w capture, at a Quaker meeting! 
At last, in desperation, he snatched up the 
whip, and cut fiercely. 

Negro stood for an instant quivering in 
astonishment, then rallied and sent his heels 
flying against the dash-board in rapid succes- 
sion, while Vamper, with preternatural gesti- 
culation and objurgation, laid on the lash 
harder and harder. Then the horse leaped 
forward in a run. By this time the noise had 
drawn several grizzled elders to the door, and 
one of them received a fair though sufficiently 
solid projection ; Jessica being on the outside 
as the buggy turned, was shot into his arms in 
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obedience to the law of tangents. Some 
seconds elapsed before the confusion of disor- 
dered feminine belongings and broad-brimmed 
male demureness was resolved into its proper 
elements. 

Meanwhile Vamper was fully occupied with 
holding his own seiat and avoiding fence posts. 
Luckily for him the rush did not last. The 
stationary tendency returned before they had 
gone a quarter of a mile. Nothing better then 
occurred to Vamper than to walk back and see 
whether his captive was too much crippled to 
be worth further trouble. 

It never occurred to him that Jessica could 
have any voice in the matter ; but people do 
change sometimes, and their changes are not 
always explicable. Perhaps the physical shock 
of being flung out of the vehicle, had something 
to do with it, or the unfamiliar surroundings 
within the quaint, plain building ; but, what- 
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ever the cause, as the kindly Quaker women, 
flocking to her aid, bore her within the door, 
she wept copiously — for the first time since her 
troubles began. They were delicious tears, for 
they seemed like a return to human life. One 
of the Quaker women seated near her con- 
siderately whispered, "Thy friend is unhurt." 
This made little impression on her. A happy 
hush seemed to deepen and deepen all round, 
till at last a seer-like old man with white hair 
rose and pronounced the words, " Whom 
Christ hath set free." She remembered that 
the gift of prophecy was one of those claimed 
by this unworldly sect. She never saw the 
prophet afterward, and perhaps it was best so. 
His text had all the value to her of a personal 
revelation and promise ; but the man himself 
might have proved (on week days) to be some 
keen-bargaining small farmer, with few sympa- 
thies and a niggardly side toward his household. 
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A minute later Vamper came also. She 
heard at her ear his mocking whisper, " Let us 
pray," and shrank aside, withdrawing her hand 
which he had tried to take. Both of them 
glanced at it The Lady's Ring was gone. 
Most likely it had been dislodged in the 
scramble at the door. When he summoned 
her half aloud — " Come ! " she seemed to detect 
an undertone of hesitancy, of uncertainty in his 
voice, as if he felt that his power over her had 
slipped from him. Yet the trinket, with all its 
rarity and strangeness, could hardly have been 
to him what it was to her— a mystic, wonder- 
working legacy of long- buried evil— a symbol 
so charged with the tragic thrill, the stifled 
passion, and spell-bound despair of an elder 
day, that it might even yet burn its way into 
the human heart and will. 

Whatever the cause Jessica felt him waver, 
and found strength to command in a whisper . 
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" Leave me, or I will denounce you — in- 
stantly ! " 

Vamper, too shrewd to lose his chance of 
escape, walked to the door, with a very clear 
sense of failure. No time for meditation was 
left him ; already a well-known horse and rider 
were in sight. Many a man of less courage, 
well armed, and wrathful as he was would have 
turned at bay ; but the impulse to do so passed 
almost instantly from his mind, the pleasure of 
killing Hawksley being outweighed by the 
certainty of some physical damage to himself. 
The calculation was rapid, but conclusive. 

" Art is long, and time is fleeting," he philo- 
sophized. " * I am not what I was, my visions 
flit/ Let us decamp." 

Thereupon he slipped quietly round the 
building, and dashed for the woods at an aston- 
ishing rate. Early the next morning he was 
seen aboard a train of cars speeding northward. 


